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AUTHOR'S NOTE 


The earlier sections of this book are largely a compilation of 
papers which were written as the events of Advent and Christmas 
unfolded in 2008. Since various synchronous and significant 
coincidences happened during their writing, they have not been 
changed. As a result, there is a small element of repetition. But 
the papers have been left in this form mainly to illustrate the way 
in which our understanding gradually developed and the broader 
‘intended’ picture began to emerge. Then Jenny died and two 
more Airbuses came down, each linking very significantly to her 
death. The different sections can be read separately. The book 
does not have to be read directly from beginning to end, which 
very many may find hard going. After all, it's not a novel. The 
book can be read in bits and much understanding gleaned from 
it. But that method of reading does have the disadvantage that 
the gradual revelation of the message is not apparent. 

The evidence of external prophetic intelligence and 
orchestration of events described in this book is, even to me, 
overwhelming. But decide for yourself. But then my experiences 
over the last few months although very distressing to me have 
merely served to confirm the French astronomer Camille 
Flammarrion’s astute observations of 1899, when he noted in 
LInconnu, that coincidences seem to be particularly prominent 
around death. 


Brian Cocksey 
20° July 2009 


O Lord, how manifold are Thy works: in wisdom hast Thou 
made them all. 
Psalm 104 v.24 


Compare: Look on my works ye mighty and despair 
Shelley on Ramesses II 


Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us 
O’er the world's tempestuous sea 
Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us 
For we have no help but Thee 
Yet possessing every blessing 
Since our God our Father be. 

J Edmeston (1791 -1867) 

Songs of Praise No. 555, AGM No. 281 


Abide with me, fast falls the eventide; 
The darkness deepens, Lord with me abide 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, O abide with me 

H F Lyte (1793-1847) 
Songs of Praise No 437, A@M No. 27 


I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills: 
from whence cometh my help? 
My help cometh only from the Lord: 
who hath made heaven and earth. 
Psalm 121 vv. 1-2. 


PART | 


a 


KNOWING ABOUT COINCIDENCE, 
DESTINY AND GOD 


ave you ever wondered about coincidence? Does it 

have a purpose in the greater scheme of things? Or are 

you happy to accept what the ever more vocal skeptics 
claim, that there is only chance, blind, random chance? 
Coincidences are in inevitable, they say. With so many things 
happening all around us, there are bound to be coincidences, but 
they're all just chance, like the fall of the cards, dice or the roulette 
wheel. People who see meaning in coincidence are deluded, 
foolishly finding pattern and meaning where there can be nothing 
but chaos and disorder. But are the skeptics right? Are there indeed 
deeper layers to reality, layers not to be discovered on a 
psychiatrist's couch? The question is simple but the answer is 
complex, although it is very coherent. 

Over the past couple of decades, a dozen or more people 
have written books on ‘coincidence’. But all of these books 
essentially recount the second-hand, isolated and unconnected 
experiences of others. There are limited attempts to understand 
what lies behind the phenomenon but they are rather 
perfunctory. A couple of books glibly attribute coincidences to 
God, but the examples quoted are all rather feel-good. At least 
one writer has tried to sell his book by making out that 
coincidence can get you what you want in life, self-improvement 
style. Other writers have attempted to tie the phenomenon into 
a kind of woolly quantum physics. 

In total contrast to these other writers, our experiences of 
meaningful coincidences are not second-hand; nor are they 
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random isolated examples. The web of meaningful coincidences 
which we have experienced over the past quarter of a century is 
the most complex and comprehensive in human history. Why 
should this be so? In part the answer is because we have applied 
ourselves to this field of study with a dedication shown by none 
before us. But in part the answer is because it seems to have been 
our destiny. 

Through the decades, our paranormal experiences appear to 
have been intricately interwoven with both our personal and 
professional lives, as though by some external agency. In going 
about our daily lives, we have often found ourselves accumulating 
more powerful evidence for our paranormal research. We seem 
to have been guided in our investigations in paraphysics, our 
study of things beyond space and time, by some entity that is not 
bound by any of man’s concepts of space and time. There has 
been so much direct evidence of concurrent, synchronised 
interaction. Our coincidences have often occurred with an 
incredible frequency and intensity so that we have been able to 
identify real patterns, which no one before us has ever been able 
to do. 

Some we have been able to conclude that coincidence would 
seem to be intended to serve a purpose in our lives. It is indeed 
meaningful coincidence. Whether or not coincidence does indeed 
serve any purpose in our lives, is entirely up to us. One of the 
purposes of coincidence would seem to be to guide us, particularly 
at points in our lives, where we have to make critical choices, 
almost always based on insufficient evidence or information.. 
Coincidence can sometimes also serve to demonstrate to us that 
neither conventional religion nor conventional science has all the 
answers to the questions that really matter in life, still less pseudo- 
sciences like psychology, which pretend to explain so much, is but 
in reality understand so very little. 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


Our coincidences have prophesied major disasters such as 
the Lockerbie air disaster and the Gulf War invasion, the attack 
on the World Trade Centre, the Columbia Space Shuttle disaster 
and the murder of Princess Diana. I used the word ‘murder’ 
advisedly, whatever the Stevens Enquiry or the knobbled Inquest 
purport to have ‘proved’. For meaningful coincidence can tell us 
the truth behind events in this world, truth which our leaders 
prefer to hide from us for their ‘higher purposes’. But as well as 
prophetically linking to elements of these events in advance, the 
meaningful coincidences have also interlinked them in space and 
time as though they are part of a greater picture, akin to an 
incredibly complex jigsaw puzzle. When considered together, 
these meaningful coincidences can be understood as part of a 
complex and coherent form of communication. Ours is the first 
ever study which has been able to demonstrate a powerful 
interconnectedness between such seemingly disparate events So, 
meaningful coincidence can be seen to constitute also a language, 
akin to a modern form of hieroglyphics. It is a mixture of words, 
numbers and symbols which, when taken together, conveys 
information, sometimes about the past, sometimes about the 
present, sometimes about the future, sometimes about our 
immediate surroundings, it sometimes about things half a world 
away. 

‘Hieroglyphics’ seems a singularly appropriate word as it 
means ‘holy pictures’. For such was the Ancient Greeks’ name for 
the mysterious writing of the much more Ancient Egyptians. It 
was Ancient Egypt that was at the heart of my research from the 
earliest days back in 1985. And it was Ancient Egypt that brought 
Jenny and me together in 1986, through my interest and through 
her business, Nile Egyptian Papyrus. Right from the very start of 
our life together, the emphasis was on Akhenaten, the ‘heretic 
pharaoh’ and his beautiful, loyal and determined daughter, 
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Ankhesenamun as she is known to history. But her real name is 
Ankhsoun, not Ankhesen.....as she took pains to point out to me 
one day in 1986, when her spirit linked through the mists of time 
and was able to speak through Jenny’s mind. Did Jenny and I 
have to be brought together for this woman from antiquity to be 
able to tell me the true story of her father one of the most 
mysterious and misunderstood men in history. And is it also just 
chance that Akhenaten was the very first contemporaneously 
recorded man in history to state that there is only one God and 
that the world is the evidence of his hand. Or is this one of the 
reasons why the spirit of his daughter was sent back to tell us the 
truth about his life and his beliefs? 

And our Ankhsoun experiences lead on to another facet of 
our research, the survival of death by the individual spirit. This 
is not as part of some amorphous Jungian universal continuum — 
but with each spirit retaining his or her separate identity, but 
somehow in some alternative dimension which is accessible to 
our dimension to a very limited extent, and only through the 
minds of certain people in this world. But how can we know 
whether or not what comes into our minds from such ‘psychic 
sources’ is true? Come to think of it how do we know whether 
what comes into our mind from newspapers or television is true 
either? Questions of truth or the real origin of their 
communication does not seem to worry most mediums, especially 
the Tupperware party, TV and theatre performance variety. But as 
a scientist, it is a question which has always concerned me. The 
answer to this question also happens to lie in the phenomenon of 
meaningful coincidence. This real phenomenon in space and time 
has been used repeatedly over the years to externally authenticate 
to us messages from the spirits of the dead, entities which if they 
do indeed exist, must reside outside our world of space and time 

One powerful example of this cross correlating 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


authentication was my “Woking experience’. This happened one 
morning in November 1989, some ten hours after Jenny had 
gone into a trance allowing the spirit of the Duke of Windsor to 
speak through her. We had met a woman at a car boot fair in 
Epsom, Surrey on the Sunday morning. I bought a cheap printer 
ribbon from her, wondering if it would fit our computer printer. 
On the Sunday night, something I had read in a Sunday paper 
caused me to talk about the Duke of Windsor and Oxford, one 
of the few experiences the Duke and I had in common. We had 
both been undergraduates at Oxford, although separated by half 
a century. He went up to Oxford in 1912 and I went up in 1965. 
But Oxford changed a lot less in those 53 years than it did 
between 1965 and 2008. 

My talking of the Duke and Oxford seemed to trigger a 
trance in Jenny. She seemed to drift off to sleep but then she 
began talking, only it wasn’t ‘her’. It was the spirit of the Duke 
of Windsor who spoke through her. He wanted me to send 
birthday greetings to his successor as Prince of Wales, Prince 
Charles. That birthday was two days off. And he wanted me to 
warn the Prince. I was very much in two minds about sending 
the letter, because you are always thought mad, if you talk about 
hearing the spirits of the dead speaking, anyway. And in royal 
circles it is probably ten times as bad. So, what was the point? 

On the Monday morning, I remembered the cheap printer 
ribbon. A quick test showed it worked fine on our Juki 6100 
daisy-wheel printer. We could perhaps print some copies of our 
books, the stories of Ankhsoun and Mary Magdalen which, by 
then, we had had for over four years. After all, our attempts to 
interest publishers in Britain, America, Australia and New 
Zealand in 1987 had come to naught. So I rang the woman, got 
her address and drove over to buy the rest of the ribbons. She 
lived about 15 miles from Epsom, in Woking. After buying the 


Signs on Buses or Why God Must Exist 


rest box of printer ribbons, I drove back towards the town centre 
and found myself driving along beside the railway line. Suddenly 
I became aware of the Voice telling me to look for a bookshop. ! 
I came upon a second-hand bookshop very suddenly, just round 
the corner, at 44 Stanley Street. 

Upon entering the shop, my attention was drawn almost 
immediately to some books placed face outwards on a shelf. 
Naturally most books on the shelves were sitting with their spines 
outwards. The very first book that I saw was Jn Royal Service . It 
was the biography of the Private Secretary to Edward, Prince of 
Wales. ? It was the Private Secretary who wrote down the 
messages which the Prince wished to convey to the recipients of 
his letters. 

And that was precisely what I had done the night before. I 


'T use the term the Voice to describe my awareness of some external source 
which communicates with me, somehow links to my mind. That Voice came 
for the first time one day in June, 1985. I don't hear the Voice with my ears but 
I am aware of words coming into my mind, words that are not ‘my’ words. I 
have always tended to write these words down, again the scientist in me. Usually 
this causes the rest of the message to flow. Psychologists can make of it what 
they will. This is a real phenomenon of which they have no personal practical 
experience. I don't believe that I need a visit from the in white coats. Although 
perhaps it is another of God’s little jokes that I used to wear a white coat myself. 
I began my working career as an analytical chemist. Real sciences like chemistry 
and physics, place heavy emphasis on practical results. And that is exactly what 
I have obtained in my research into the paranormal. My experience over 24 
years has certainly shown me that I can trust what the Voice tells me. The 
psychologists just happen to be completely and utterly wrong. Still, their 
theories make them happy. 


2 IN ROYAL SERVICE - Letters and Journals of Sir Alan Lascelles from 1920 
TO 1936. Lascelles had been Private Secretary to the Prince of Wales between 
1920 and 1929. 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


had written down the message the spirit of this very same man 
had wanted to convey again 53 years later. Curiously, the time 
interval between 1912 and 1965 is exactly the same as that 
between 1936 and 1989. So now, 53 years after he gave up the 
throne for a woman, his spirit came back, or perhaps was sent 
back, to give a warning to his successor as Prince of Wales. Was 
he too given up his throne for a woman, without even knowing? 

Was the coincidence of this book in this Woking bookshop 
not very meaningful indeed? Was this incredibly relevant book 
specifically intended to authenticate our experiences of the night 
before? Was it intended to prove to me that Jenny had indeed 
been used as a medium by the spirit of the Duke of Windsor? 

Prince Edward became King Edward VIII on 20° January 
1936, but on 10° December of that same year, he abdicated the 
throne in order to marry Wallis Simpson, an American divorcée. 
He then took the title Duke of Windsor. And was it really just 
random chance that this confirmation of his psychic message 
came in Woking? For Woe-king would be an incredibly incisive 
description of the man. He spent 35 years regretting that fateful 
decision to give up the throne of England for a woman who most 
definitely wasn’t worth it. There is barely a single photograph of 
him, post-abdication, that is not tinged with sadness. Certainly 
the tone of his message that November night had a deep aura of 
sadness. That bookshop was just around the corner from the 
former LSWR mainline, the line to Portsmouth, from whence 
the King made his final departure from Britain on the destroyer 
HMS Fury, a little after midnight on 12" December 1936. 

But a much broader question emerges: Wherein lies the 
orchestration of it all? The woman at the car boot fair, the timing 
so close to Prince Charles’ birthday, the book in the Woking 
bookshop laid out as if specifically to draw my eye. There was far 
too much coherence here for blind, random chance to be a 
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satisfactory explanation. But, could this really all be the work of 
the spirit of this man? Or was his spirit just another element in 
the composition, a whole created by a much higher mind, 
perhaps God Himself? 

Remember Occam’s Razor. What is the simplest theory that 
fits all the facts? Could Jenny really have created a book by her 
thoughts? * Remember that this was a book she never knew 
existed, in a bookshop she had never heard of. You could invoke 
Jenny’s tapping into Jung’s wretched Universal Consciousness to 
discover about the existence of the bookshop, even the book — 
but creating the book in that bookshop must be several orders of 
magnitude more difficult. What about getting the Woking 
woman to the Epsom car boot fair on the correct Sunday? Would 
that be ESP? And we had to see the signs too so that we would 
go there. And would it matter anyway? What would be the point 
of putting these elements into place unless Jenny’s third 
secondary personality disorder had been planning to fabricate the 
message, a very timely message, for the birthday of the current 
Prince of Wales. And why did it all seem to come about because I 
chose to talk about Oxford on that Sunday night, and that was 
only because of an article which I had read that day but which 
Jenny had not. As it was my actions that triggered that experience, 
not Jenny's, an explanation based around fabrication on her part, 
is simply not valid Anyway the “Woking experience’ convinced me 
to send the letter to the Prince of Wales as requested. 

An explanation based on the sort of concepts acceptable to 
the psychologists and New Agers seems even more unlikely than 


3 This is a New Age concept which is singularly popular and today. The power 
of thought can do anything if you're a devotee of The Secret. The mantra is 
think, believe, receive. 
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what we consider to be the real explanation. But Jenny’s 
communicating the words of the spirit of the long dead King of 
England seemed so intricately connected with the book in the 
Woking bookshop that only a fool would dismiss it all as 
‘chance’. But you can bet the skeptics will, because they have no 
other way out, no other ‘explanation’. Of course, there is fraud, 
but I do actually have the book and the words are written in my 
notebook from that time. 

No it would seem that the Epsom car boot fair experience, 
the psychic visit and the Woking bookshop were all part of an 
orchestrated whole. And it seems so appropriate that I had gone 
to Woking to buy printer ribbons with the object of being able 
to print some copies of our books, the stories of Ankhsoun-pa- 
Artenn and Mary Magdalen, books which themselves came into 
being through communications from beyond the grave. 

If meaningful coincidence is indeed intended as a means of 
communication, part of the evidence for the survival of death, 
then the meaningful coincidences, the events in this world, must 
be coordinated with the coming of the spirits. And the overall 
orchestration implies design and hence a designer. So is 
meaningful coincidence intended to be part of a complex and 
coherent proof that God does exist? Has the Sentinel of Eternity 
chosen to reveal himself, His existence to mankind in a more 
definitive manner as the sojourn of man upon this earth draws to 
a close? Is it all intended to be part of the End Times sequences, 
warned of in the book of Revelation, the last book of the New 
Testament? For the End Times, is an oft-recurring theme in the 
meaningful coincidences which form the bedrock of this book. 

No, the ‘God’ explanation is a much better fit with all of the 
evidence than Jung’s theories or ‘chance’. What is more, the God 
explanation is much more comprehensive, so much more 


complete. Looking back, it seems obvious that the whole 
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experience is a brilliant example of coherent, integrated design. 
Surely no rational person would be happy to attribute the whole 
train of events to blind random chance. 

And was it also just ‘chance’ that led me to a rare 1936 Bible 
in an Onehunga (Auckland) charity shop in March, 1995? On 
the cover was the cipher ER and inside is a photograph of King 
Edward VIII in the uniform of the Welsh Guards. And is the 
symbolism in my finding that Edward VII Bible, some five years 
later, intended to be yet more evidence that our first Edward VII 
experience was indeed the work of God? After all one sixth of 
humanity believes the Bible to be the word of God. And was it 
blind ‘chance’ again that led me to find a prayer book that is at 
least as rare in October 1999 in Ellerslie? It was a King George V 
edition of the Book of Common Prayer of the Church of England. 
But in the front is a little sticker to show that the book post-dated 
the death of that King. The little sticker is the Royal Warrant for 
King Edward VIII dated 17th February 1936. It carries the 
instruction: ‘In the prayers for George, read Edward....’ 

But there is another most significant link to that particular 
month in that fateful year, one highly suggestive of finding our 
destiny. It was in February 1936 that the magazine Prediction first 
appeared. And it was in February 1986 when a friend noticed a 
copy of the 50™ Anniversary edition of that magazine in a 
newsagents shop in Bournemouth, in Lansdowne Road * to be 


‘ The cross connections weave back and forth through space and time. After 
my birth in Crumpsall Hospital in May 1947, I lived with my parents at my 
grandmother's house in Lansdowne Road, Crumpsall, Manchester. Whilst 
investigating spiritualism in autumn 1985, one afternoon I went to the 
headquarters of the Greater World Christian spiritualist church in West 
London. In that demonstration there I got the best proof of survival which I 
have ever had from a platform medium. Not only did she give links to my 
dead uncle and to my mother, she gave me a link to the time of 
Tutankhamun, the link which Jenny was to give real substance to some nine 
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precise. She leafed through it and came upon an advertisement 
for Nile Egyptian Papyrus. And it was through that 
advertisement that I came to meet Jenny, a few days later. The 
last article in the magazine is entitled A Century Of Royals. It is a 
discussion by an astrologer which begins with the abdication of 
King Edward VII in 1936. 

In fact, as I write this, 1 am now reminded of another strange 
link to 1936, another strange link which is perhaps indicative of 
God's sense of humour. It was in 1936 that the then Archbishop 
of Canterbury, Cosmo Gordon Lang, set up a committee under 
the chairmanship of the Bishop of Bath and Wells to examine the 
claims of Spiritualism. It was not until 1939 that the committee 
reported and its conclusions were not what the Lord Bishop 
wanted to hear. But thanks to the outbreak of war he was able to 
bury the report which in the end did not see the light of day until 
1976. Is it God's sense of humour that a man not noted for his 
churchgoing should be used now as part of the proof that the 
Archbishop was wrong? Yes, how full of cant he was. 

Is it really the Blind Watchmaker, the goddess of chance, 
that has guided our steps for a quarter of a century and led Jenny 
and me to so many remarkable finds in charity shops, bookshops 
and book fairs in cities round the world? And remember that 
what we have described in the last few pages are but tiny strands in 
a web of incredible complexity which has been woven through our 
lives over almost a quarter of a century. The Windsors and their 
wiles make up but a small part of the Tapestry of Destiny. But is 
it all intended to be part of a complete proof that God is real? 

Can we ever know for certain one way or another whether 


God is real? Does God really exist? For such an overarching 


months later. That particular spiritualist church was located in Lansdowne 
Road, West London 
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intelligence that can weave back and forth through space and 
time can only be described by that word. Many people object to 
the use of that word because of its many connotations. But I 
cannot find a better one. ‘God’ is one of the most misused words 
today, even worse than that other dreadfully mis-used and 
corrupted word ‘love’. 

But who or what is God? There are so many variants of belief. 
At one extreme are the religious fundamentalists. The born-again 
Christians can tell you the exact date they ‘were saved’. They regale 
you with interminable tales of how Jesus died for their sins, how 
he took control of their lives, how he rescued them from ‘their 
manifold sins and wickedness’, be it sex, drugs, gambling, men, 
women, or rock and roll, or whatever other sin it was. Then they 
try to get you to ‘surrender your life to their Lord’. The Jehovah's 
Witnesses we deal you with accounts of how they came into “The 
Truth’ and seek to lead you into their way. Their Muslim 
counterparts show their zeal for a different God by blowing 
themselves to kingdom come, hopefully taking with them non- 
believers too, but of course the latter only get as far as hell. The 
righteous are assured that, for them, the virgins are waiting for 
them in Paradise, some 70 each according to some accounts. It 
does seem a little greedy. But again, how do they know? And given 
the popularity of martyrdom over the last six years thanks 
particularly to Blair and Bush, there must have been quite a run 
on virgins in Paradise. 

And the irreligious are equally zealous in their beliefs. The 
atheists are adamant and ever more strident in their claim that 
there is no God. They are the modern media darlings, the 
Dawkins, the Atkins, the Hitchens, the Wisemans..... They have 
even gone to the lengths of expressing their lack of conviction on 
the buses of London, Manchester, Glasgow, Edinburgh, Sheffield, 
Brighton and Oxford, naturally, even parts of rural Devon. 


14 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


THERE’S PROBABLY NO GOD is the proclamation on the 
buses. Yes, that really does demonstrate conviction. They wanted 
to leave out ‘probably’, but they were advertised that the 
Advertising Standards Authority might demand proof of their 
claim. And the atheists are a bit short on proof in their belief 
system. 

There are many other belief systems around the world. But 
make no mistake, that is all they are — belief systems. Oh, the 
atheists pretend to the mantra of science — “There is no scientific 
evidence at all for God,” claimed a comedy writer, Ariana 
Sherine, when she launched her atheist bus campaign. How would 
she know? She’s not a scientist, just a journalist, disturbed to a 
surprising extent by what she read on a Christian website. But she 
had as her ‘religious adviser’ the high priest of scientism, one 
Richard Dawkins, proud holder of the Charles Simonyi Chair at 
Oxford, Professor for the Public Understanding of Science. That 
really should read Scientism. For the word ‘science’ derives from 
the Latin scientia — knowledge. And certainly in the field of the 
scientific observation of real religious experience, Dawkins has zero 
knowledge. He fails to differentiate or perhaps even comprehend 
the difference between genuine spontaneous religious experience 
and organised religious practice or observation. 

His book, The God Delusion, purports to demolish the 
foundation for beliefin God. The book went down very well with 
his acolytes and even the general public, who bought it in their 
droves. And very much of what Dawkins says is true about the 
corruption which is man’s many religions. Unfortunately, too 
much of his discussion focuses on Christianity and in particular on 
the brands which are to be found in the land where he is most 
revered — America. As ever, it is bigger in America. I refer of course 
to the distortions which make up so much of American 


Christianity. 
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Yes, all of man’s religions have been corrupted, some rather 
more than others. Now few have much connection to whatever 
genuine inspiration or insight may have illuminated the founder, 
back in the mists of time. But the corruption of American 
Christianity has no bearing at all on the reality of the real religious 
experience which caused so many hymn writers and composers to 
pen so many inspired hymns during the 17th 18th and 19th 
Centuries. For all its faults, Christianity, particularly Protestant 
Christianity, reached a peak in music, literature and art which has 
not, and will never again, be matched. Handel’s Messiah and the 
paintings of John Martin are but two examples that spring 
immediately to mind. For, in contrast to Islam, in Christianity 
there has long been a broad freedom of expression. Men were not 
circumscribed by caveats, or where they were, in time they broke 
free. 

Thomas Cranmer noted this great problem of corruption in 
the nature of man in the first sentence of his Preface to the first 
English Prayer Book in March 1549. “There is nothing so well 
devised by man that will not, in the fullness of time, be corrupted,” 
he said, and then went on to decry the corruption of services in 
the churches as they had been under the guidance of Rome. To 
remedy this, he set forth services of Common Prayer which were 
to be used thereafter in the Church of England. It was extended 
in scope and a century later became the basis of the 1662 Book of 
Common Prayer, which served the Church of England for the 
next three hundred years. Is it perhaps a sign of destiny that the 
first English Prayer Book appeared in 1549? Remember that 
number ! Its significance will become apparent during a most 
significant parable later in this book. It could be said to be 
another very meaningful coincidence. 

Dawkins attacks Christianity with gusto. The Christians are 
safe targets. His attacks on Islam are far more muted. He 
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wouldn’t want a bomb under his car. His attacks on Judaism are 
non-existent; but there is no surprise there. However in 
concluding that religion is corrupt and therefore there can be no 
God, Dawkins makes a fatal error. Yes, man’s religions are corrupt 
because, in essence, men have chosen to create gods according to 
their own images, their own preferences, for their own comfort. 
But the errors so evident with these gods which are creations of 
men, tell us nothing whatsoever about the existence or otherwise 
of a real God. These errors tell us nothing about the possibility 
of a Source of intelligence and power, not bound by any concepts 
we have of space and time, and not dependent on any holy book 
either. The atheists’ absence of evidence does not constitute 
evidence of absence. 

And this is the gap in their logic. Yes, “Mind the Gap”. 
That’s another sign on the underground — always there, not 
transiently like Ariane Sherine’s poster. Always there is the voice, 
at least at Bank.... but it's a different voice, and always the same 
message. It is in a different context of course, but Iam reminded 
of it, as I write. 

And talking of signs on the Underground, did God get there 
first, exactly 22.9 years before Ariana Sherine? The February 
1986 posters showed the classic image of the Tutankhamun 
golden mask, but modified slightly by the addition of a pair of 
sunglasses. This was the advertisement for the Swimming Pool 
Exhibition at Wembley. Was it just chance that they chose this 
picture or was it another example of divine inspiration? Was 
some graphic designer inspired many months before Jenny saw 
the advertisement on a Tube escalator and got the idea of possibly 
promoting her Egyptian papyrus paintings at that exhibition. She 
managed to obtain a stand at the very last minute and it was on 
that stand where I met her on 18" February 1986, the 64° 
anniversary of the opening of the inner chamber of the tomb of 
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Tutankhamun by Howard Carter. Oh yes, God’s inspiration is 
real, even if largely lacking in the crass, greedy, shallow and 
ephemeral world of today. The 

Man is corrupt and worships false gods of his own making. 
Therefore, there is no God. This is the erroneous conclusion 
which the atheists draw, essentially to give themselves comfort, 
to suit their belief system. They prefer to ignore the experiences 
of many thousands of men and women over centuries, 
experiences which point to ‘something’ intangible, ineffable, 
somehow real, something greater than themselves, but somehow 
outside themselves. Always the focus of the atheists is on ‘us’. They 
do not have these experiences and so for them there is nothing else. 
Then they generalise from their own arid experiences and conclude 
that there is nothing for anybody else either. 

But He must exist for this book provides powerful evidence 
that that is the only logical conclusion. But, not only does God 
exist, He is choosing to warn man in no uncertain terms now. For 
some reason known only to God, a precise set of code repeats was 
set in train a little before Christmas in 2008. Those code repeats 
echoed the Lockerbie air disaster of Christmas, 1988. So, this book 
begins by looking back at those events of twenty years ago, in order 
to set the scene for the Code repeats which came with Advent 
2008. This book puts forward powerful evidence for a source of 
extra-terrestrial and extra-temporal intelligence which appears to 
know the future with absolute precision and which chooses to 
communicate with us through codes and symbols. Perhaps the 
SETI searchers are just looking in the wrong place, just as were the 
FLARE 9 searchers at RAF Chicksands, in September 1992. The 
USAFE watchers were on completely the wrong frequencies. It 
turned out they were not safe at all. But the Source to which I was 
tuned gave me the very clear message ‘Lockerbie comes to 
America’. Nine years later to the very day it did, on 9-11-01. 
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This story, as it unfolds, has elements of a spy story — codes, 
symbols and hidden messages. But those many millions who have 
read Dan Brown’s novels The Da Vinci Code and Angels and 
Demons may now understand something about the concepts of 
religious truth in symbolism. Those hundreds of millions more 
who have just ‘seen the movie’ almost certainly won’t. Most of 
the journalists and book editors I have spoken to have only 
managed to see the film. That says a lot — about them. They have 
read enough about the book in reviews or ’on the wires’ to form 
what they imagine to be a valid opinion. 

But for all the books have been slated by the cognoscenti, 
there are powerful elements of inspiration contained within those 
two novels Symbolism is a very powerful tool. It enables abstract 
concepts to be understood in simple ‘concrete’ terms. Symbolism 
serves to make difficult concepts meaningful to very many more 
people. This is why priests, claiming to be God's representatives 
on earth, have used symbolism for millennia. Is God now 
choosing to use symbolism back at them, to play them at their 
own game? The question is whether they have the minds to 
understand. And has He chosen to use the atheists own weapons 
against them? After all it was the atheists who started out with 
signs on buses. Has God chosen to reply with signs on other buses 
- Airbuses are? 

Meaningful coincidences are the rock upon which this book 
is founded. Meaningful coincidence serve an important role in 
life. They are not indicators of blind, random chance, as the 
skeptics would have it, but harbingers of vital information, 
ultimately guiding us to the truth, both this world and the next. 
They really are part of a grand design, the complexity of which 
we can barely begin to grasp. 


11.27.41 — 42, 43am. 27/1/09 
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PART 2 


a 


LOCKERBIE, AIR NEW ZEALAND 
AND DESTINY 


1. Introduction 


It is now exactly twenty years since a strange sequence of events 
was woven around us in the Borders region of southern Scotland 
in 1988. That sequence revolved around the sudden appearance 
and re-appearance of the number 557 as we went about our 
everyday business. And now, as if on cue, events in New Zealand 
over these last few days have provided an uncanny reprise. So let 
us begin with those events from long ago. 


2. The Lockerbie Codes Background 


On 2" December 1988, the manager from a local garage rang to 
offer me exactly the car I had enquired about a couple of weeks 
earlier. En route to Edinburgh, I’d stopped to fill our car with 
petrol, and noticed that the garage was an Austin Rover 
dealership,. So when paying for the petrol, I'd casually asked if 
they had a low mileage Montego estate car for sale. They hadn’t 
then, but now they had. After his phone call, Jenny protested that 
it was a waste of time to go and look at this car, as we could not 
afford to buy it. We couldn’t even pay the rent on our rented 
Borders farmhouse! But, I told her I was going anyway and she 
came too. In the end, she was glad she had listened to me! 
When we arrived at the St Boswell’s garage, I began by 
looking at the engine on this Montego estate car, to see how it 
compared to that of the Austin Maestro, our then current car. 
Jenny noticed the number 557 chalked on the side of the engine. 
I surmised that it had been put there on the assembly line to 
indicate the car which the engine was destined for. That proved 
to be correct. That engine had been mated with chassis no. 


7AM396557. 
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We took the car for a test drive and ended up in the café of 
a restored railway station. On the wall were some photographs of 
the station restoration, taken some years earlier. In one picture 
was a bright blue Mini parked on the station approach. Its 
registration number was TSG 557V. We had driven there in a 
car with 557 chalked on the engine. Now here was 557 again! 
What could this number mean? Why had it been emphasised to 
us? There had to be some meaning in it, especially as it was 
beginning to revolve around railways. I was puzzled. 

We discovered that the restored station had an empty art 
gallery and so we asked if we could put on an exhibition of 
Jenny’s Egyptian papyrus paintings, the pictures that had first 
brought us together in February 1986. We opened that 
exhibition on the morning of 21* December 1988. That very 
same night, Pan Am 103 crashed at Lockerbie. Jenny, 
remembering our experiences of the way codes 41 and 44 had been 
emphasised to us just before the recent Armenian earthquake, with 
its epicentre near Kirovakan, 41 N. 44 E, went to look at the atlas. 
A ‘Ra’ feeling of revelation flooded through her as she suddenly 
understood why 557 had repeatedly been brought to our 
attention over the previous three weeks. The map co-ordinates of 
Lockerbie were 55°7’N, 3°21’W. It was very much a repeat of 
our Armenian earthquake experience. The coincidences had 
given the location of another disaster with great precision. It was 
also another mini earthquake. The local earthquake monitoring 
station at Eskdalemuir recorded the explosion when Pan Am 103 
hit the ground and created the crater in Sherwood Crescent. The 
time of that impact was 7:03 PM. 

But there was to be far, far more in that 7AM396557 chassis 
plate than just the 557 code sequence. The next day I discovered 
that the fleet number of the Boeing 747 that had crashed was 
N739PA. Then we realised that the first three numbers of that 
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car chassis code were 7...39 and those three digits were separated 
by the letters AM, an uncanny echo of the name of the airline, 
Pan AM..... But look again at 7AM396557. 7AM3 is like a time 
reference. The plane crashed at 7.3 pm. 

It was six months before I was able to crack the last bit of the 
code, the significance of the unused ‘6’. I read on 3 July 1989, 
that it was the first anniversary of the infamous shooting down 
by the US Navy of a civil airliner, an Airbus A300 belonging to 
Iran air. The Aegis cruiser, USS Vincennes, having erroneously 
identified the aircraft as a much smaller F-14 Tomcat fighter, 
proceeded to blow the wings off the Iran Airbus. Flight [A655 
hurtled into the waters of the Persian Gulf, disintegrating on 
impact, killing all 270 people on board. 

So the role of the ‘unused’ 6 in that chassis number sequence 
finally became clear. It referred to IA 655. Now we knew that that 
car chassis code number 7AM396557 contained, in summary 
form, all the key elements of the Lockerbie disaster: where, which 
aircraft, which airline, what time and finally why. 

Could that train of events be logically dismissed as mere 
chance? What are the statistical odds against it being chance? You 
can guarantee that the answer to that question will be the 
statisticians’ standard cop-out: the problem is ‘ill-defined’. In 
other words the real world is too difficult. Is a more logical 
explanation not that the meaningful coincidences were designed, 
intended to show us that Something knows the future and that 
meaningful coincidence is precisely orchestrated. It is particularly 
remarkable that the coincidences came as close as they did in both 
space and time before the actual event. Do not meaningful 
coincidences constitute at a subtle way to convey information to 
us, to guide us, to help us, but above all, to tell us the truth? 
However, it would seem that that Something, that Source which 
orchestrates and communicates in codes and symbols, prefers to 


25 


Signs on Buses or Why God Must Exist 


remain either hidden in the shadows or behind the light, 
intangible and inaccessible either way. But then that has been 
man’s experience of God over many centuries, probably 


millennia. It is certainly a theme which occurs in many hymn 


hymns. ........In light in accessible hid from our eyes........ 
Though the darkness hide thee...... Standeth God within the 
shadow....... God moves in a mysterious way His wonders to 
perform...... 


And remember that I had specified the exact make and 
model of that car in my enquiry in mid-November. It had to be 
a Montego 2 litre estate. That car was offered to me at the 
beginning of December, nineteen days before the plane crash. 
Rather appropriately it had come directly from the Cowley 
factory, just outside Oxford, where it had been a management 
vehicle. Pan Am 103 came down at Lockerbie, only 40 miles 
away from our home at Morebattle, beside Kelso, on the very day 
we opened our exhibition on Ancient Egypt. Was part of the 
intended message a reminder that Egypt was not only the longest 
lived civilisation in the history of this planet, but also the only 
one that has ever really believed in life beyond the grave. The 
ancient Egyptians unwittingly left behind powerful evidence of 
such beliefs. It could as well be said of them - Memoria nostra 
durabit si vita meruimus 5 


> Our memory will live, if by our lives we have deserved it - Pliny the Younger, 
Caius Caecilius Secundus, Roman author 62-113AD — Epistles (IX,19). I first 
came upon this quotation on a slide which a civil engineering professor at 
Newcastle University used in an IWPC lecture. It was superimposed upon a 
photograph of a Roman aqueduct, the impressive Pont du Garde at Nimes, still 
standing after almost two millennia. I subsequently used it in an audio-visual I 
produced in wastewater treatment to demonstrate the lack of progress in 
England for 1800 years after the Romans left. The quotation actually begins 
Impensa monumenti supervacua est.....The erection of a monument is 
superfluous...... what are man's monuments aggrandising himself really worth? 
The tombs of the Egyptians were not intended to be gazed upon by the eyes of 
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Many other things happened around the time of Lockerbie, 
all providing detailed confirmation of the hypothesis I have 
outlined here. But there is no time or space to discuss them 
further here. The details will be found in our book The Jupiter 


Theme. For now, we must press on to the code repeats of 2008. 


3. The Idea for the Audio Visual 


Fast forward twenty years to November 2008. Although I’ve had 
extensive websites for five years describing some of our research 
results on coincidence and life after death, few people can be 
bothered to read even a fraction of the evidence. And it’s 
impossible to get through to the wider audience, for whom the 
Net is not a major element in their lives. So many people don’t 
bother to read much now. It’s too much like hard work. In their 
busy lives, they want everything on a plate, in easily digested 
chunks, simplified, even if distorted, on TV or in the ‘movies’. It's 
all about entertainment, especially with the advent of YouTube. 
TVNZ was to broadcast a Lockerbie cover-up story on their 
Sunday programme on 16" November 2008. I’d seen the promos 
for it, the trailers..... They made me wonder . If people wanted 
simple stories with pictures, perhaps I should produce an audio- 
visual. Maybe that was the answer, a way to a wider audience. I 
could make the Alternative Lockerbie Story. 1 knew how to make 
really good AVs. I had developed audio-visual training 
programmes as a new avenue in my job as Area Manager for sewage 
treatment in north-east England between 1978 and 1982. My AVs 
had been three projector slide presentations, synchronised to a full 
voice and music sound track. The main problem in doing an AV 


this world. They were an acknowledgement of the reality of a greater hereafter. 
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now was that they are very time consuming to produce and the 
one thing that I really lacked now was time. But perhaps now was 
the time to put some effort into a different direction. The other 
problem was working out how to do it all digitally! Technology 
had rather moved on from 1982. 

So, on the morning of Sunday 16"" November, I began by 
writing a first draft of the script for an audio-visual. I called it 
Lockerbie and the Big Question. It developed through various 
drafts and additions as ideas came. Then there was a final cut and 
it became two AVs, one basic and one more advanced. I did the 
final edits and ran off the final script on Friday afternoon, 29" 
November just before 3.20pm. 


4. The Trailer 


Then it was down to the garden, where I quickly roped off a large 
load of garden waste on a high-sided trailer. There had been so 
many odd coincidences as I had repaired and then re-painted that 
trailer over recent weeks whilst also working on the Lockerbie 
AV. It wasn’t actually my trailer. It belonged to my next door 
neighbour, Alan, but I kept it roadworthy and we shared the costs 
of WoF and road tax. I had just had to do some repairs to get the 
trailer through its Warrant of Fitness test ° and I was now about 
to take the first load to the Papakura waste transfer station. I 
glanced at my watch as I drove out of Alan’s drive. It showed 
15.57...."Odd,” I thought. “ Was it the time I was meant to 
leave?” at But what was it about all this work on the trailer? I wasn't 


6 Usually referred to as a WoF. It is the NZ equivalent of a British MoT test, 
but less comprehensive. However unlike in Britain trailers and caravans must 
all have WoFs every six months. 
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really sure why I'd bothered repainting the trailer. It didn’t really 
matter. I had so much work to do on the books, the websites, the 
audio-visual, not to mention repair work on the house, the 
dishwasher, helping Jenny in the garden etc. The list of things to 
do with endless and yet I was wasting time repainting a trailer. I 
had said to Jenny one day “It's silly to spend all this time on the 
trailer and I don't even know why I'm doing it. I just feel I 
should. I just keep getting the ideas” Jenny replied: “Because you 
do everything properly, thoroughly....” But perhaps it was more. 
Was it meant to link more precisely to what was to come? 

When I arrived at the waste transfer station, for the first time 
ever, I was directed onto the commercial weighbridge. I’d never 
had my trailer weighed before. It had always been a flat charge 
for a 6’x 4’ trailer of green waste. Last time, in January, 2008, it 
had cost $34. But now all the woman would tell me was that it 
was a minimum charge of $40 for the first 400kg and more after 
that. She didn’t know how much that might be. It would all be 
worked out by the computer after my car and trailer were re- 
weighed on the way out. “Oh dear”, I thought. “ I should have 
stuck to my Heath-Robinson arrangement of the last few years”. 
I had had three pallets to raise the front and sides to get more 
garden rubbish on. Then they didn’t think I was an industrial 
contractor. Perhaps I shouldn’t have wasted my time with a proper 
raised frame. Yet the ideas had come so strongly. And in any case 
the pallets were on their last legs. They were really getting a bit 
beyond repair. 

There might be half a ton of garden waste on the trailer now, 
500kg. I never did like this privatising of council functions and 
Papakura District Council had gone a lot further than most. You 
always felt ripped off at the waste transfer station. The council 
tip used to be a free service when we lived near Berwick on 
Tweed. And it was the same in Epsom, Surrey. But that was when 
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local councils in England understood what public service meant, 
before the corruption, which is Thatcherism, took hold. 

After unloading all the garden rubbish, I drove back onto 
the weighbridge, expecting the worst. The computer churned out 
the result. But it was good news. The net load was only 320 
kg..... Bugger! I thought, as they say in the Toyota advert. I could 
have got another 80 kg for the same $40 — but would the trailer 
springs have taken it? The Voice had said to me ‘enough is 
enough’. Then I got a nightmare vision of having to unload it if 
I had to replace a spring. 


5. Eerie Coincidences in Breaking News 


Some little while after getting home, I glanced at my watch and 
realised it was time for the 5:30pm news on Prime TV. I could 
hardly believe the lead item. An Air New Zealand plane had 
crashed in the Mediterranean. What was more it was on the exact 
anniversary of the Erebus disaster, Air New Zealand’s worst ever 
crash on 28 November 1979. I shouted to Jenny “There's been 
an Air New Zealand plane crash.” So she came in to watch the 
rest of the news. Just before six o'clock we switched channels to 
watch the TV3 News for their coverage. They are usually better 
than TV1, the ‘National Broadcaster’ and TV3 put the date on 
the screen at the start of the 6 pm bulletin. 

After a press conference and interview with the Air New 
Zealand CEO Rob Fyfe, they crossed to a live report from 
Perpignan. Fortunately, their ‘Europe correspondent’ hadn’t yet 
managed to get to the scene, so we got a young French woman. 
She had been speaking for a few minutes when she said 
something which caused me to look hard at Jenny. At exactly the 
same moment Jenny looked back across at me. We had both 
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heard the French woman talk of the Airrebus....rolling her ‘r’ in 
French style. How absolutely uncanny it was! Her pronunciation 
of the word ‘Airbus’ was an exact homophone ’” for Erebus, that 
infamous ghost in Air New Zealand’s past. ° 

It had had to be a Frenchwoman for us to make that vital 
link. Their Europe correspondent, Rachel Smalley would have 
been no use at all. So the coincidence wasn’t just in the date; it 
was even in the name of the type of plane that had just crashed, 
because of the language of the country, it had been born in and 
in whose waters it had died, precisely because of the way the 
French pronounce English. Was it indeed destiny manifest? The 
link to Erebus was so strong, the highest mountain in Antarctica, 
where TE 901 met its date with destiny. 

And even in English the homophone works in reverse. Write 
Erebus as two words, ‘ere bus — the old English word ’ere means 
before ‘ere bus — pronounced ‘air’ bus. Is it an intentional play 
on words? Is it an intentional play on dates? Is it all intended to 
be evidence of destiny and of a higher power orchestrating events 
to signal His existence? 

TV3 made great play of the ‘cruel coincidence’. But was it 
cruel? How can ‘chance’ be cruel? After all, that’s how they see it 


7 A homophone is a word that sounds exactly the same. 


8 TE 901 crashed because of an unfortunate train of events. Early errors made 
by Air New Zealand staff in Auckland were compounded by a ‘whiteout’ in 
Antarctica. All 257 people on board died when the McDonnell Douglas DC10 
flew directly into Antarctica’s highest mountain. The whiteout was followed by 
a whitewash to save the airline’s reputation. Pilots can be sacrificed - Captain 
Collins was - but not airlines. It was not deemed to be ‘in the national interest’ 
for the truth to prevail. The Erebus disaster was an infamous exercise in the 
distortion of truth to suit political will. A Royal commission was appointed 
under Judge Peter Mahon. He described the evidence of Air New Zealand staff 
as ‘an orchestrated litany of lies’. To his surprise he discovered that the airline 
had powerful friends when his Report was subsequently quirk overturned. 
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- just chance. Are they not choosing to personify an abstract 
concept when it suits? They anthropomorphise chance when it 
suits. They glibly talk of Mother Nature at other times. The really 
do want to hedge their bets. Their belief system is that there is 
only blind random chance and the repetition of that date. How 
can blind random chance be cruel? That coincidence was not 
cruel, but it was highly meaningful. Was that coincidence not 
suggesting that this second disaster had some deep connection 
with the first. Statistically, the odds are 365:1 against of a second 
major Air New Zealand disaster coming on the same date that 
TE901 crashed into Mt Erebus. Is the strange coincidence of date 
not intended to make us think, to make us wonder? 

And then, on top of that, we really do have to climb Mt. 
Improbable. There is the Frenchwoman and Airrebus....Erebus. 
What is the probability of that? are Is it is another ‘badly defined 
problem’. So, would the 365:1 against go out to 1000:1, 10000:1, 
100,000:1? No one can say. But it is very improbable indeed. 

Is it not part of the message of this disaster? Were those 
words that came into my mind as I wrote about the improbability 
of this second Airrebus element intended to be a jibe at the ever 
so vocal skeptics especially their High Priest, Richard Dawkins. 
One of his books was entitled Climbing Mount Improbable 
....back to Mt. Erebus, the highest mountain in Antarctica. It 
was very improbable that they wouldn't see it..... but for the 
whiteout. Erebus is a Greek name, Yes, Mt. Erebus really was Mt. 
Improbable and it’s certainly all Greek to them! 

Can it all be mere chance, as the rabidly antagonistic skeptics 
would have us believe? Any news items suggesting that there may 
be something in the paranormal gets the self-proclaimed 
‘scientific’ experts out in force. It is Vicki Hyde and Dennis 
Dutton in New Zealand, the counterparts of Dawkins, Atkins 
and Wiseman in Britain, but without quite the intellectual grunt. 
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They have such a passion to save us from ourselves, from our own 
natural stupidity in thinking that there may be something in the 
paranormal. After all, a belief in the paranormal has been part of 
human experience for at least four millennia. But these Johnny- 
come-latelys know best. “There is no evidence” they bleat. There 
is actually quite a lot of evidence which has been gathered over 
the past 1 30 years. But the evidence is just not on their terms. 
There is so much evidence that there is more to reality than the 
skeptics grubby, greedy, self-centred world of manipulated, 
pseudo-scientific materialism. 

No, of course it cannot be just random chance. That is not a 
logical explanation. But if all these thought provoking 
synchronous coincidences, woven so intricately into the fabric of 
space and time, are not chance, they have to be the result of design, 
and highly precise and intelligent design at that. There is no third 
way. Just don’t look for much sign of intelligence or inspiration 
from the skeptics. They have too much invested in their own 
nihilistic personal belief systems. when you're dead, you're dead, 
sometimes even before in some cases, it would seem. 

But do not make the mistake of believing that their belief 
system is a shred more valid than that of any other religious 
extremist. For just like all the other religious extremists, they just 
ignore evidence that doesn’t fit with what they want to believe. 


6. 557 and the Business of Pattern 
Repeat 


It was not long after watching these news bulletins that I realised 
that before this latest air disaster, there had been a highly precise 
pattern repeat, exactly two decades on. Before the Lockerbie air 
disaster in 1988, the number 557 had been emphasised 
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repeatedly to us, the last occasion being an hour before the plane 
crash. On the night of 21st December 1988, we had stopped in 
the Kelso supermarket car park to do the Christmas shopping. I 
turned off the car lights which made our car clock glow brightly 
in the dark — 5:57. Two hours later, we finally understood why 
there had been this repeated emphasis on 5.57, when Pan Am 
103 crashed at Lockerbie 55°7’N. Part of the town of Lockerbie 
was now glowing red in the dark. Sherwood Crescent is bisected 
by the line of latitude 55° 7’N. 

The Air New Zealand Airbus 320 crashed on Friday, 28° 
November. And that plane crash too had been preceded by an 
emphasis on that very same number, 557. Here was a precise code 
repeat. Was it intended to rebuke the atheists yet again? On 
Thursday, 27° November, the New Zealand Herald Business 
News had carried on its front page two articles each relating to 
NZ business disasters — very unwise investments by two of New 
Zealand’s biggest companies. Both had been trying to play the 
big guy on the world stage. 

The first article that I read was about Fonterra, New 
Zealand's co-operative dairy giant and New Zealand's largest 
company. Fonterra had just dropped its pay out to farmers by 
60c to $6.00 per kg milk solids. The farmers had ‘lost’ $714M — 
but it’s all ‘illusion’. The dairy farmers were still quids in, still 
24% ahead compared with the $4.45 per kg which they had got 
in 2006 before the dairy commodity price hike, driven by ‘global 
market forces’. How many people get pay rises of 12% per 
annum, not to mention the 75% increased payment they got last 
year, most of which they had now ‘lost’? But the really telling 
number was near the end of the article; the price of the “fair value 


share’ had fallen to $5.57. ° 


° Fonterra is a farmers’ co-operative and has no public listing for its share price 
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I put the paper down after reading that and went to do 
something for Jenny. When I came back, I noticed the graph of 
plunging share prices, with the final price of $5.57 given in bold. 
“Funny I didn’t notice the graph before” I thought to myself. 
Then I realised it was a different article, the main article on that 
front page set above the Fonterra one, which I happened to have 
read first. That plunging share graph related to a different 
company, Fletcher Building, New Zealand’s third largest 
company. It's listed shares had closed at $5.57 on the night of 
26" November 2008. '° Fletcher Building had bought Formica 
in May 2007 for $700B to become the world’s biggest laminate 
maker. But now the wisdom of that investment was being 
questioned as Fletcher’s share price had more than halved over 
the past year, following the credit crunch and the collapse of the 
American housing market. As a result, Fletchers’ shares now 
stood at $5.57. 

Fonterra had attempted to make it big in China by buying 
Sanlu, a Chinese milk company, for $200M in order to break 
into the potentially lucrative Chinese market. They made it big 
all right, just not the way they intended. They really hit the 
headlines in October 2008, when it emerged that Sanlu were 
heavily involved in the Chinese poisoned baby milk scandal. Six 
babies died, and 860 required hospital treatment for kidney 
damage. Altogether, upwards of 300,000 were affected by the 
poisoning. That poison was melamine added to the milk powder 


10 That date happens to be the anniversary of the opening of Tutankhamun's 
tomb in 1926. It is also the date which marked the end of the Air New 
Zealand subsidiary which had owned the fleet of thirteen Airbus A320s. Zeal 
320 ceased to be the registered owner of the Airbus fleet on 26 November, 
2008. It was some months later that I discovered this curious timing, whilst 
carrying out research on the particular aircraft which had been destroyed at 
Perpignan. 
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to increase the apparent protein returned in the chemical analysis 
tests. Now, Fonterra had just announced it was writing off that 
unwise $200M investment. But Fletchers cannot just walk away. 
With them, it’s $700M at stake, and they are a rather smaller 
company than Fonterra. 

And in a strange quirk of fate, both the Fonterra and 
Fletcher disasters were linked by the very same chemical, 
melamine. Fletcher bought Formica, in May 2007. Formica is 
made by soaking paper in a melamine-formaldehyde resin and 
subjecting it to heat and pressure. The Americans had operated 
their Auckland Formica factory here in Papakura for 58 years. 
And the first thing which the new New Zealand owners, Fletcher 
Building did was close down that New Zealand facility and move 
production to Shanghai. Yes the New Zealand employees of 
Formica were Shanghai’d, with a vengeance, straight onto the 
dole. Is that what our new business friendly, millionaire Prime 
Minister John Key means by New Zealanders looking after ‘our 
people’? That’s global Market Forces for you — free enterprise. 
It’s all so characteristic of the hypocrisy of big business! But has 
Fletcher Building bought a pig in a poke as they used to say in 
England? Many insiders believe so. Still the private equity 
company which sold Formica to Fletchers were laughing all the 
way to the bank, if they could find one that wasn’t in danger of 
going bust. 

So, when I saw the two $5.57 items together on 27" 
November, I interpreted the juxtaposition as merely the 
confirmation of my conclusions on the deeper meaning of the 
global credit crisis. But suddenly, in the light of Perpignan, I can 
now could see that in addition, there was something much more 
precise in space and time. As has happened so often in the past, the 
same code number has cross-connected two apparently 
unconnected events. A good example is the way code 558, derived 
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from the 1990 tunnel disaster at the Hajj predicted Princess 
Diana’s fate. '' And so it now seemed to be here. 557 seemed to 
be cross-linking New Zealand businesses with a New Zealand air 
disaster. There was a clear pattern repeat, the emphasis on 557.... 
Just before the air disaster....It had happened exactly like that 
before Lockerbie in December, 1988. Now it had happened 
again before Perpignan. And the 5 57 link came from two New 
Zealand business disasters, unwise investments overseas. Was it 
intended to be a piece of the jigsaw, a subtle but very precise 
pointer to another overseas New Zealand disaster to come that 
night, a disaster about to befall another of New Zealand's biggest 
companies? '* 


And thinking about it, I could see another clear pattern 


1 We were in Egypt, in Aswan, in mid-June 1991 when code 558 first 
appeared. The Mecca tunnel disaster occurred on 2" July, four days after our 
return from Egypt. 1226 pilgrims were killed in a stampede when the air- 
conditioning failed in the Mina Tunnel. Then we realised several other pieces 
of that disaster jigsaw had been given to us in those days by the Nile. Diana's 
passport was the number 125580 D. So was it her destiny for death to come 
for her, linked to Egypt and Muslim world, code 558? For the full Diana 
story, see our book Diana Beyond The Veil. 


In editing this page I wondered where Air New Zealand came on the list of 
New Zealand's largest companies. I did a search on Google and found a 
Wikipedia site that gave me the New Zealand Stock Exchange top 50 
companies. I printed off the list and disconnected from the Internet. Then the 
idea came to me to look up Fonterra because that is not listed on the NZSX. 
The Fonterra link from that NZSX 50 page led me to a Wikipedia Fonterra 
page. That page contained a link to the Chinese milk-powder scandal. So I 
clicked on link and found a comprehensive report confirming the casualties 
confirming the casualties. I printed both articles and came to disconnect from 
the Internet. The connection box gave the following information: Sent 18,557 
Kb - Received 214,510 Kb - Connected 3m08s. It is yet another interesting 
concurrent coincidence as I edit this book. 10/09/2009 11:51:14 a.m. That 
was the IDT offered in the dialogue box. 5114 is 2x557. (The answer to my 
original wondering was that Air New Zealand was around No.20 on the 
NZSX list, by market capitalisation on 27% August 2007.) 
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repeat. It was exactly like Lockerbie — 2 + 1..... In 1988, the 
number 557 had been emphasised twice on 2"! December and 
then the final one had come on the night of the disaster, 21“ 
December, as I turned off the lights in the supermarket carpark 
in Kelso. 5:57 glowed brightly on the car clock in the dark on 
that cold, windy, December night, just as the wreckage of 
N739PA was to do an hour later at 55°7’N. And that final 557 
on 28" November came as I set off on my way to the rubbish tip 
with garden rubbish on the trailer, at 15:57 that afternoon. Was 
it intended to be symbolic of the Airbus that had recently been 
reduced to rubbish, scattered around the sea bed off Perpignan? 
Were all these elements akin to bits of a jigsaw and intended to 
be powerful evidence of pattern repeat, in other words conclusive 
evidence of intelligent design? 

Some might think all of this is fanciful. But before leaping 
to that comfortable conclusion, you should remember that what 
I have discussed so far in this paper is just the tip of the iceberg, 
a mere hint of the quarter of a century of results we have amassed. 
Ask yourself “Why do the numbers fit?” Some people claim that I 
make the numbers fit. They just do! I don’t have to try. Why 
don’t people want to see? I could retort why do you not want to 
accepted that they do fit. Is it fear? Is it arrogance? Is it ignorance? 
Is it stupidity? “It's just your interpretation” was what one 
journalist on the Dominion Post said to me, shortly after the 
Airbus crash, when I made an abortive attempt to make her 
wonder. She was quite happy to dismiss 25 years research on the 
basis of a two-minute discussion. But journalists are never noted 
for their depth or persistence. Of course it is my interpretation - 
of the results of my experiment. That’s what a scientist does. He 
interprets his often very comprehensive results in simple terms 
for the layman. She just didn’t like the executive summary. What 
she really meant to say but didn’t, was “It's just your opinion” as 
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has been said to me many times before, as though my opinion 
should carry as little weight as the average ill-informed denizen 
of the local hostelry. This air disaster is just the latest in a long 
line of events that fit precisely with my theories of meaningful 
coincidence predicting and connecting disasters, all part of a 
comprehensive proof that God is real. 

And one final point to consider is the following. Think again 
about ‘ere bus : before bus That word bus could be thought of as 
an abbreviation for business, the falling share prices that 
predicted the falling Airbus. That link occurred to Jenny as she 
typed the first draft of this paper on Advent Sunday. (2.49pm) 


6. The Weighbridge 


Suddenly I remembered about the trailer as I'd set off for the 
Papakura Waste Transfer Station. On that Friday afternoon, 28" 
November, for the first time ever, the woman on the gate had 
directed me onto the weighbridge, like an industrial contractor. 
For the first time ever, I had a weight for the amount of garden 
waste I’d dumped. I'd wondered last time, in January 2008, what 
the actual weight on the trailer had been. This time, I knew that 
the garden rubbish had weighed 320 kg net. 

And the Voice had told me not to add any more weight to 
that trailer, even though there was more garden rubbish which 
had to go. On the night of 27", November, I had cut down a 
large bush which I saw as an invasive and aggressive weed. So many 
plants regarded as exotic in England, like Arum lilies and jasmine 
become like weeds in the sub-tropical climate of Auckland. 
Unchecked, such plants just take over and destroy, rather like free 
market capitalists. The foliage on this particular plant was a quite 
attractive dark brown and it had pink candle flowers, quite 
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attractive really, until you realised what was going on. For it had 
badly damaged the once beautiful heavenly blue hydrangea in 
front of it. The rampant pink geraniums which had colonised the 
area in front of the hydrangea had almost completed its 
destruction. 

Jenny had been mortified when she saw it had gone. “ I 
thought you were just trimming it back.” she exclaimed. “It's 
Judith’s favourite bush. It’s a Brazilian flame tree.” Judith is the 
Hospice nurse who visits Jenny once a fortnight. “We never 
planted it’, I countered, feeling a little guilty. “Anyway it was 
destroying my English hydrangea.” I'd tried for years to grow blue 
hydrangeas like that in Gateshead. All I ever got there was pink 
and purple. But in our back garden, it was not England, but the 
Greek Islands. The red bougainvillea blazed red, with the lemons 
on the trees and the clear blue water of the pool reminding me of 
scenes on Patmos, in May 1994, and the clear waters of the 
Aegean Sea, not to mention Dr No. 

Did I have to leave the trailer with the load as it finished on 
the night of 26 November at the right value, like the closing 
share price for Fletcher Building and the re-registration of the 
Zeal 320 fleet of Airbuses? Did the weight have to be 320 kg??? 
Because, now in that trailer, I had both the coordinates of 
Lockerbie, within the limits of the weighbridge scales — 10 kg. The 
Lockerbie co-ordinates are 55°7’N, 3°21’W. Something caused 
me to check the time as I departed for the waste transfer station. 
My watch showed the time to be 15:57. The weight of the trailer 
was 320 kg..... 1,557, 320. Was this a sign from the ‘One’? The 
time stamp on the weighbridge docket for the final gross 
weighing, which allowed the computer to calculate 320 kg net, 
was 16.25hrs. Pan Am 103 took off for its date with destiny at 
55°7°N at 6.25 pm on 21" December. So was the 1,625 also 
intended to hark back over twenty years? 
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And it was not long after my return from the waste transfer 
station that I heard of the Air New Zealand disaster. Now 
suddenly, I have another image come into my mind. The truck 
behind me as I first pulled onto the weighbridge was a bright 
yellow Heard truck... But who, if anyone, will listen, will talk 
about any of this? The media is committed to not offending the 
airline or the relatives. But within a few months, the relatives will 
realise they are alone and for the airline, it will be ‘business as 
usual’. 


7. Problems with Probability 


In early August 1995, I had written a paper, Problems with 
Probability. 1 presented it to an Aviation Safety Symposium at 
Auckland University on 27th August. The paper began by 
describing the strange coincidences which surrounded the 
Lockerbie air disaster and went on to explore the strange repeat of 
the Lockerbie codes in a recent air crash in New Zealand, that of 
Ansett Flight 703. A Dash 8 ona flight from Auckland had crashed 
in the hills just short of Palmerston North on 9th June 1995. 

Then, are in the light of an experience we had some three 
weeks after the crash of Ansett 703, I had included in the paper, 
the following section: 


A Late Departure 

On 29th June 1995, I flew back from Gisborne after working 
on another project. I was accompanied by Robert Docherty from our 
Auckland office. His internal telephone extension is 739. We had 
just entered the terminal building at about 7.25 pm when Jenny 
came up and told me to hurry and see the Departures board. 

The next flight out was the 7 pm Flight NZ557 to 
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Christchurch. It was still listed, even though by now the time was 
approaching 7.30 pm. I photographed the Departures board several 
times over the next ten minutes. I wondered whether it would leave 
when I expected. Sure enough, just after 19:39 came up (7.39pm), 
the Departures board rolled over. The photograph shows random 
characters where the flight had been. 

How often does NZ557 leave late? How often has it left at 
7.39pm ? Is it just chance it did on the only occasion I have flown on 
a New Zealand domestic flight since returning from that 
Christchurch trip in April? 

What is its message? Time will tell. 


Of course, I knew exactly what it meant. I just chose not to 
say. That coincidence prophesied an Air New Zealand disaster, 
because the two co-ordinates of disaster were cross referenced in 
that late departure. 557 was where Pan Am 103 had crashed, at 
Lockerbie, and the aircraft was N739PA. But airlines have 
powerful friends, especially in New Zealand as Justice Peter 
Mahon discovered when his official report into the Erebus 
disaster, which was highly critical of Air New Zealand, was 
overturned. And airlines can afford expensive lawyers — so I left 
the conclusion for others to draw, if they had the wit, to use the 
words of Thomas More. 

Naturally, the skeptic professor of psychology from 
Auckland University, who gave the paper following mine, scoffed 
at what I had said, but then he would, wouldn’t he? The skeptics 
have nothing useful to contribute. Science does not progress from 
mocking the opposition. But it does get you a cheap laugh and 
the audience certainly rose to the occasion. No, science progresses 
from primary scientific research, like ours. Mocking results you 
either don’t like or don’t understand is not the hallmark of a real 
scientist. But the paper was well-received by those who had had 
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enquiring minds. Over tea, two academics told me of some 
curious links in my paper to the disappearance of one of their 
small planes on a training flight from Massey University, some 
months earlier. 

Pointers to an Air New Zealand disaster recurred again 
strongly in January 1999 and on that occasion, I wrote to Air 
New Zealand. Their Security Manager even invited us to the 
airport to discuss our research. So was Perpignan the Air New 
Zealand air disaster that was indicated on the Auckland airport 
domestic departures board coincidence on that day in June 1995, 
when I had come back from my Gisborne sewer survey, with a 
copy of the official Erebus Report which I had found in a second- 
hand bookshop. NZ557 was the flight to Christchurch. Two of 
the flight maintenance engineers who died at Perpignan were 
from Christchurch. No, there is no direct time clue for the 
disaster. But is there an implied one? Was the time clue intended 
to be Erebus, 28" November? And the disaster came on the last 
working day before Advent, the start of a new year for the 
Christian Church, Christ’s Church. In the beginning... 

And there was a strange Alpha & Omega link in that 
journey. I had gone to Gisborne to organise a sewer survey. There 
were extensive sulphide problems in the Gisborne sewers. It was 
the very problem with which I had begun my scientific career in 
the water industry, on the banks of the River Tyne, in February 
1973. Now Gisborne was to be my last job for that firm of 
consulting engineers, my first NZ employers. 

But, why has it taken 13 years for that prophetic sign at 
Auckland Airport in 1995 to come to fruition? I know several 
reasons why it should be No. 13, but suffice it here to say it was 
destiny. And although the coincidence codes gave me the 
Lockerbie air disaster nineteen days in advance, they gave a rather 
longer warning of the 9/11 attack on the World Trade Centre, 
exactly nine years ahead of time, to be precise. Incidentally, part 
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of the coded message on that occasion, in September 1992, was 
‘Lockerbie comes to America’. 


8. An Advent Revelation 


I wrote the first draft of this paper on Sunday morning, 30" 
November, the First Sunday of Advent. It was around 8.10 am 
on a lovely, sunny morning, that Jenny commented that Ric 
hadn’t called and he had no excuse either as it was a really lovely 
early summer's morning. Her GP occasionally rides over from 
Howick in East Auckland, where he lives, to our home in Papakura 
early on a Sunday morning to see how she is progressing. 13 She 
is not especially well as she has had cervical cancer now for eight 
years. The visits gave him an excuse for a ride on his Harley as well 
as keeping up with Jenny’s health. I joked that he’d be busy with 
Advent as his wife is a Methodist priestess. “Together they cover 
all bases.” I said, “He saves bodies; she saves souls. For a wholistic 
approach, come to Howick!” 

It was as I said the word ‘Howick’, that I had suddenly had 
a vision. We had been to Ric’s surgery in Howick on Thursday 
afternoon, 27° November. Now I remembered the strange 
coincidence there. I hadn’t been able to understand the message 
at the time — well, not completely. As I'd pulled into the only 
parking space, I noticed that the car parked alongside had the 
number plate CHP 842. “Now that is odd,” I said to Jenny. 
“CHP was Margaret’s ' father - Charles Howard Phillips — and 


8 Rick regards Jenny as one of his miracles. He has helped her a lot over the 
years. Unlike most GPs, he is open to alternative approaches to the treatment 
of cancer. As she was diagnosed in September 2000 all experts think she 
should have been dead long ago, since her cancer is ‘untreated’. 


4 Margaret was my first wife. 
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it's 842.” My number plate, which I got ‘through coincidence’ is 
BJC 842. I got it because it has my initials, BJC — Brian James 
Cocksey. But what did this very precise coincidence mean? What 
was the point of reminding me about my father-in-law? At the time 
the only thing I could think of was that it was his death which had 
marked the start of my psychical research career. His heart attack 
had occurred on my birthday in 1984. Why reminds me of this 
now? There had to be something more in it. And what did the 842 
connection mean? I just couldn’t work out the full message. 

I'd found a ‘new’ second-hand car in June 2003. Our Subaru 
Leone had reached the end of the road long before really. It was 
kept going on a wing and a prayer. Then Jenny managed to write 
off our gold Maestro in a trivial little bump on her way back from 
Ric’s, on the very day that George Bush began his fateful invasion 
of Iraq. As the New Zealand car registration system was going 
through BJA, BJB, etc we'd joked about a BJC plate perhaps 
showing us the right car, a plate on a ‘new’ second-hand import 
from Japan. A couple of times in April 2003, we'd gone looking 
at cars, but to no avail. And then we'd left it. The strange 
coincidence of finding myself behind a BJC car in Pukekohe one 
morning, had led to me finding the right car. It was a rather high- 
mileage ‘New Zealand new’ Subaru Legacy estate car , but it 
seemed to fit the bill. I certainly didn't want an automatic and 
almost all of the ‘new’ Legacies coming in from Japan were 
automatics. Then Jenny got the idea of trying to change the 
number plate. I thought this would not be possible, but on 
enquiry, I discovered that there was a way to get a new number 
plate for it. However, it was too late, it seemed. When I'd rung 
round all the Auckland vehicle testing stations to enquire what 
plates they were currently issuing, I found that they had all gone 
way past BJC. They were variously on BJH, BJL, BJP, BJS, BJT, 
BJV..... But the following day I got a phone call from a remote 
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testing station, one at Warkworth. '*’'° I'd had to leave a message 
on their answer-phone the afternoon before. Their next number 
was BJC 842. So that was the one I got. It was certainly the 


© Warkworth seemed appropriate for another reason. It was in Warkworth in 
July 1999 that we attended a spiritualist demonstration which was important 
in the life-after-death story of Princess Diana. See our book Diana beyond the 
Veil. That visit to get the BJC 842 number plate was on the 27% June 2003. 
In the Alnwick St remainder bookshop in Warkworth, I had found a most 
significant book . It was Pharaohs of the Sun a new book about Akhenaten, 
which I had never previously encountered. On our 558 trip to Egypt, it was 
on the 27" June 1990 that we've visited Tel el Amarna, the one and only 
occasion. (For more on that see The Great Experiment, Volume 2 of 


Ankhsoun’s story, The Sands of Eternity.) 


It is all so intricately interwoven through space and time. Even the Warkworth 
and Alnwick connections linked directly back to the north-east of England 
where my psychical research career began in 1984. 10/09/2009 4:46:58 p.m. 
Now that is a particularly significant IDT. 446 is the code for the Perpignan 
plane crash, the time it hit the ocean. And 658 is a code for ‘Alpha which is 
Omega’,. 10/09/2009 4:49:23 p.m. The derivation of Code 658 incidentally 
links directly to another 842. 


16 The next day, 28" June 2003, I had to drive down to another effluent 
treatment job in the South Waikato. As my ‘new’ car was not yet ready, the 
Pukekohe garage loaned me a different Subaru Legacy estate car which had 
just come in a trade vehicle. I had seen it arrive when I went to sign the papers 
to buy my car, a few days earlier. It too was dark green but its registration 
number was WK5570. But it was no use to me, other than for that day, since 
it was an automatic, although it did remind me that my work, WK, my 
destiny is in understanding the codes. But it was the number plate which I 
had got the day before that had been the one that really mattered. But the 
Subaru Legacy which I had chosen did have a hidden ‘557’ connection. It was 
just less obvious. Again, it was Jenny who noticed it when we took the car for 
a test drive. 


We were parked at the top of Red Hill in Papakura, at the time. The model 
number of its radio-cassette player was 5575. And does a radio not pick up 
communications that you cannot see? Can anyone seriously subscribe to 
chance as satisfactory explanation for all these intricately inter-connected 
elements. Yes I see the connections because they're there. And I am meant to 
see them. It is my destiny. 
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number that I was meant to get, because once again, it was a 
number highly suggestive of destiny. 

That number 842 seemed so appropriate to combine with 
BJC, because of the way I had finished off our Melbourne trip in 
March 2002, sitting in the cockpit of a United Airlines Boeing 
747. When I had first arrived in the cockpit, the co-pilot had said 
to me, "Have a seat,” pointing to the empty pilot’s seat on his 
left. He told me about a small problem they had. Shortly 
afterwards, the pilot returned to the flight deck and saw me taking 
photos. “Here, give me your camera. Put my hat on.” Then, he 
photographed me in the pilot’s seat with a United Airlines pilot’s 
hat on. It was the man in the jump-seat position who took my 
photograph on Flight UA842. It was the first time I'd been on a 
flight deck at an airport. I'd been on lots of flight decks in flight, 
especially A320s and B767s over the Mediterranean, on trips to 
Egypt but that was in the days pre-9/11, before everyone was a 
terrorist suspect, especially train-spotters with note-books AND 


cameras. The really dodgy ones even have beards. '”'* 


'7T had just reached this point in my first major edit of this section, on 12" 
February 2009 (12.2.9). Jenny, who had just asked if I wanted a cup of tea, 
suddenly shouted from the kitchen “The cooker clock’s at 8:41”. I dashed in 
with the camera just as the clock rolled over to 842. I should add that United 
Airlines flight UA 841 was our outward bound flight to Melbourne in March 
2002. It had been on that flight, just before we landed, that I became aware of 
the spirit of Mohamed Atta linking into my mind. My cockpit experience on 
the return flight 842 was part of the cross-correlating authentication of the 
genuineness of my experience of the spirit of Mohamed Atta. 


As I photographed the early draft of this book against the cooker clock 
showing 8:42, Jenny said “Look at this !” She showed me a teaspoon she had 
picked up to make the tea. It was an Emirates airlines one. Rev IDT 


10/09/2009 7:14:46p.m. 


'8 Tt is not without significance that the car in Pukekohe which I was 
following that morning in June 2003, which led me to my ‘New Zealand new’ 
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Now suddenly, as I made that joke about Ric and his wife 
on that Advent Sunday morning, I saw the meaning of it all, the 
CHP 842 juxtaposition with BJC 842 at Howick. I'd read in the 
Saturday newspaper that the pilot of the doomed Air New 
Zealand Airbus came from Howick......just like Ric !! So was 
that powerful coincidence outside the Millhouse Medical Centre 
intended to be a prophetic pointer to the man in the jump seat, 
the Air New Zealand pilot from Howick, Brian Horrell, who was 
to die on the Air New Zealand Airbus in fourteen hours’ time, 
when it was to hit the sea off Perpignan. Was CHP 842 intended 
to be another little piece of the jigsaw given to me in advance, so 
I could see exactly where it fitted when the picture was completed 
by the Ancient of Days, exactly in the manner indicated by 
William Blake’s inspired painting? Was it not another example 
of the Source saying to me something like: I give you this so that 
you might know that I knew exactly what was to come for 
him. In like manner, I know what is to come for all mankind? 
Was it intended to be another Fragment of an Outer Mind? 

But the father-in-law link served to remind me that it was 


Subaru Legacy estate car, was BJC 334. Is it really just chance that that same 
number, 334, links powerfully to Mohamed Atta? It was the vehicle in which 
he met his Maker. Mohamed Atta flew Boeing 767 registration number 
N334<AA into the North Tower of the World Trade Center at 8:46am on the 
morning of 11" September, 2001. My eye is suddenly drawn down to the 
time on my computer screen. It is 6:41pm. I register the significance and do 


an IDT : 10/09/2009 6:41:36 p.m. That is 18:41:36. I do some print screens. 


The time is now 10/09/2009 6:42:47 p.m. ie 18:42:47. Tomorrow will be the 
8th anniversary of 9-11. When I again glance at the computer clock, I see that 
the time is now 6:51pm. Flight 651 is another significant American Airlines 
plane crash. See section 89 of this book - An Echo of Lockerbie at Christmas. 1 
insert the bit about Mohammed Atta 334, and his Maker. Pan Am 103 
crashed at 7:02:47pm on 21“ December, 1988. Yes it is all an intricate web 
woven by his Maker and mine. IDT 10/09/2009 7:06:55 p.m. Crede Signo!! 
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Charlie’s heart attack on my birthday in 1984 that had marked 
the effective start of my second research career, that in psychical 
research, studying meaningful coincidence, inspiration and life 
after death. CHP indicated ‘another person —significant in my 
psychical research’. 842 indicated ‘pilot’s hat on a flight deck’. 
The location indicated ‘Howick’. Was it all intended to be a 
reminder that Cranmer had been right in 1549? For the burial 
service, he chose the words.... The Lord gives and the Lord taketh 
away. And the Bishop of Bath and Wells was correct, too, when 
in his 1939 Report to the Church of England, he concluded that 
there is a prima facie case to be made for the validity of 
spontaneous cases of communication from the spirits of the dead. 
But his report, like Peter Mahon’s report, was not what the 
earthly powers-that-be wanted to hear. 


9. Emergency Ward 10 


And then I remembered how I'd joked at the doctor’s. We had 
gone to the surgery so that Jenny could have a mineral drip. She 
had had a few before and found them helpful. Now she felt it 
might help my tiredness too, so I had agreed to try one at the same 
time as she was having hers. She’s the medical expert in the family. 
The doctor said “T’ll start with the easy one,” as he put the butterfly 
needle into my arm and hooked up my drip. Jenny was the 
awkward one. Finding her veins is a nightmare for blood tests or 
drips. I joked to the nurse “I call her Stone, because you can’t get 
blood out of her! ” At first, there had been just one nurse, then a 
second appeared. I joked to the Scottish nurse, Kate '’, “It’s like 


'? Kate was from Scotland. She had worked at the Edinburgh Royal Infirmary 
before coming to New Zealand. They lived at Penicuik, the closest town to 
the paper mill where in late 1986, we had bought the special paper to print 
the stories of Mary Magdalen and Ankhsoun pa Artenn. That mill is only a 
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” 20 with the doctor and the nurses, me 


Emergency Ward 10 here, 
hooked up to a drip and the doctor trying to find Jenny’s vein. 
Then one of the receptionists came in. “More Ward 10 than ever!” 
I said. The small room was now quite crowded. Sitting down 
opposite me, Lorraine, asked if I'd taken any interesting photos. 
So I told her about the 842 car conjunction. 

She was waiting to see the doctor, too. I was reminded of a 
queue of people being treated after a major accident. After the 
nurses had both left and things had quietened down, Lorraine 
had a curious question to ask the doctor. Ric, “I’ve just had Bill 
on the phone,’ she said. “ Can he borrow your trailer?” “Yes, but 
it needs a WOF.” Ric had replied. How odd, I thought — that 
was just what I’d sorted with our trailer, which was now full and 
waiting to go to the tip. ’d got our WOF on 11" November, 
11/11. I was the last man that day at the testing station, 
Mohammed’s last test for the day - lest we forget indeed. Was the 
whole thing being put together to remind us exactly what we have 
forgotten? 

Was my ‘Emergency Ward 10’ quip inspired? And was that 
phone call to link the trailer to a medical emergency theme at just 
that time also inspired? And what about Lorraine’s coming to ask 
about the trailer? Was it also inspired, part of an orchestration of 
events to complete a scenario, to convey a message? She could 


have waited till Ric walked back past her desk and asked him 


then. And I would never have known about that second trailer, 


mile from Rosslyn Chapel where Dan Brown ends The da Vinci Code his 
version of the story of Mary Magdalen. For more, see our book Mary, 
Daughter of Elohim. 


20 Emergency Ward 10 was a T'V programme from the late 1950s early 1960s. 
I just came out with the comment. 
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or made the link between ‘emergency’ and trailer. But she didn’t 
wait. She was caused to come in and wait. She had hardly left Bill 
hanging on the phone, because she sat down opposite me and 
chatted away with no sense of urgency. Eventually, when Ric had 
got Jenny’s drip in and the nurses had left, Lorraine asked Ric 
about the trailer. It was only after they had all gone out and Jenny 
and I had been left in peace together, that I noticed the ‘eye’ sign 
on the poster above where Lorraine had been sitting. It strongly 
reminded me of the Eye of Ra painting which we had sold at 
Melrose ...at 12:21pm on 12:21:88, a little under seven hours 
before Pan Am 103 crashed at Lockerbie. Worth the events of 
27° November orchestrated to give me more pieces of the jigsaw 
puzzle which was completed just 20km off the French coast at 


Perpignan, some fourteen hours later? ”! 


10. Disaster Prophecies in Railway 
Codes 


The bits of the jigsaw seemed all around. Perhaps this was indeed 
the ‘5570’ disaster which I had written in code to avoid problems 
with lawyers. I had predicted ‘A 5570 Boeing 747 or 767 
disaster.’ ** But it was an Air New Zealand disaster I was referring 
to. This is the derivation of that code. 5570 means New Zealand 
because of the railway codes. It was a code which only a train- 
spotter would crack. In 1935, the LMS railway began building a 
series of Jubilee class locomotives. The first half of the class was 


2! At this point I wondered about the time in the edit of Version 3 of this paper. 
My watch showed 12.21.43. I watched it count to 12.21.46 on 24 
December....2.12 — Dewey Code 212 — Existence of God. 


2 At the time Air New Zealand had no Airbus aircraft, only a Boeing fleet for 
international flights. 
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named after parts of the British Empire. Number 5570 in the 
series was given the name, New Zealand. In 1986, I met Jenny, a 
New Zealander. Not long after code 557 had proved so 
important in predicting the Lockerbie air disaster, my subsequent 
realisation that the LMS engine 5570 was called New Zealand 
caused me very much to wonder about destiny. Jenny and I were 
married in 1990, and we emigrated to New Zealand in 1995, 13 
years ago.....Air New Zealand used to have 13 Airbuses. Now it 
has 12. Incidentally there was only one other locomotive on 
Britain’s railways. After the 1946 renumbering, the LNER A4 
pacific called Dominion of New Zealand became No13. 

But Perpignan was not the first “5570” disaster. Jenny joined 
me for the weekend at the end of April, after I'd been to a 
conference on Odour Control in Christchurch not long after we 
arrived in New Zealand. She drove to Auckland airport and had 
trouble finding a parking space. Eventually she managed to find 
one and what she saw quite amazed her. She was nose to nose 
with a car with the number plate NZ 5570! * That said New 
Zealand twice over. She arrived in Christchurch to the news of 
the young people killed when the viewing platform gave way at 
Cave Creek. 

And 5570 again proved to be another New Zealand disaster 
prophecy code on the night of 14% April 2008, the night before 
the Mangatepopo Gorge drownings, 55.70 was there again in 
green numbers, on the till, glowing in the dark as one of the 
jigsaw pieces that predicted that tragedy. And here again, there 
was a Howick connection, for the young people who drowned in 
the swollen flood waters were from the Elim College at Howick. 


?3 T was to see that car on 29 August 1997 in Tuakau. It had been bought by a 
relative of the man who worked at the factory where I ran the wastewater 
treatment plant. It happened to be the weekend that Diana was killed. Yes, 
code 5570 seems indeed to have been a precursor of significant events. 
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11. Back and Forth through Time 


Those first 557 signs, in December 1988, came on the Waverley 
Route, the railway line built in the 1860s, which ran from 
Carlisle to Edinburgh through the Scottish Borders. The first 557 
was at the St. Boswell’s garage; the second at the old Melrose 
railway station. Melrose was just two station stops from Hawick, 
in the days when they were connected by the ‘Permanent Way’. 
As a lad, I had always pronounced it Howik, because that's what 
it looks like on the map. But then, ’m English. The Scots 
pronounce it Hoyk. But I pronounce Howick as Howik, too. 
The station between Hawick and Melrose used to be St. Boswell’s 
in the days when trains still ran through those hills of the North. 

On Monday, 1* December 2008, Jenny found another 
strange coincidence linking back to our time in the Border hills. 
She noticed in the Herald on Sunday, a tiny report that a tourist 
boat, called the Waverley, had sank on the very same day the 
airbus came down in the sea off Perpignan, the anniversary of 
Erebus, 28" November, 2008. It sank in Doubtful Sound, in the 
South Island of New Zealand. And is there a symbolism in that 
sinking, given the global credit crisis and its likely effect on 
tourism? There certainly was a powerful symbolism in a rather 
larger maritime disaster. The cross-channel car ferry, the Herald 
of Free Enterprise sank in Zeebrugge Harbour on 6" March 1987. 
It was the worst British maritime tragedy in peacetime since the 
loss of the Titanic. 193 people were drowned within shouting 
distance of the shore. Was the name of that ferry just chance? Or 
was it intended as a warning for the future, the future that 
Thatcher was setting in stone for Britain That disaster certainly 
pointed to what free markets bring: instability, disaster and 
death. Now in 2008, the world is reaping those same fruits in full 
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measure, according to that prophetic sign. Britain is deservedly 
at the heart of it. 

But there was also a very curious coincidence woven around 
Hawick at the time of the Lockerbie plane crash. In February 
1989, we travelled down from our rented home in the Scottish 
Borders to look at Jenny’s old cottage in Epsom, Surrey, 
intending to put it on the market, as it was by then empty. In the 
pile of junk mail and free newspapers on the mat was a copy of 
the Hawick News It had been wrongly delivered to her home 
instead of a house in the next street, Victoria Place, whose 
terraced houses had back yards opening onto Leith Road, Jenny’s 
narrow street. It seemed so strange that we should travel 300 
miles to Surrey to find a copy of a ‘local paper’ from the Scottish 
Borders. 

Then I noticed the edition number....’Surely not?” I 
thought. I calculated back to the week of Lockerbie. Yes, I was 
right. The edition number for 23" December, the ‘Lockerbie 
disaster’ edition was 5570. And that was the very day the national 
papers had their full coverage of the disaster. Although the 
accident happened at 7.03 pm on 21“ December, it was dark and 
the papers had largely gone to press. All that the 22"? December 
papers carried were library photos of what Pan Am Boeing 747s 
were supposed to look like with short breaking news stories. It 
was only on 23"! December that all the papers had huge coverage 
of the Lockerbie tragedy, the wreckage of the cockpit of Clipper 
Maid of the Seas at Tundergarth, the crater in Sherwood 
Crescent, but wrecked houses etc. So, on our return to the 
Scottish Borders, we visited the offices of the Hawick News and 
purchased that very significant back edition ironically how the 
news edition 5570 have no coverage at all of the worst disaster to 
hit the Scottish borders since the Gretna troop train fire of 1915. 
That had been the worst train crash ever in the British Isles and 
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the Lockerbie death toll had exceeded that they had gone to press 
on the afternoon of the 21st of December. So it was edition 5571 
which carried the coverage of Scotland's worst air disaster. 

Is that train of events not highly suggestive of inspiration, 
destiny and design? The edition of this paper was brought to our 
attention by a mistaken delivery 300 miles away. But was the 
mistake intentional, even if not on the part of the postman? Did 
Something intend it as a clue, specifically for us? After all, its 
significance would have been totally lost on everyone else. The 
coincidence was so peculiarly local to where we were living in the 
Scottish borders. What is more, we would never have known 
about the Hawick News even though we lived only a dozen miles 
from Hawick. We bought few papers in those days, especially 
local papers, which tend to be the ultimate purveyors of good 
news, not hard news. 

But perhaps the fact that the Lockerbie edition number was 
5571 was itself not without significance. It was almost a dozen 
years later that I came to understand that code 571 carried the 
meaning ‘enigma’. Yes, the repeated recurrence of these codes 
over the years is very much an enigma. 


12. Lessons in Death 


This Air New Zealand disaster has been very painful. It brought 
it all back for Jenny, memories of her brother dying suddenly, far 
from home, just on the opposite side of the Iberian peninsula 
from Perpignan, on the coast of Portugal. ** But there were no 


>4 As I wrote the words ‘brought it all back for Jenny’ I glanced at my 
watch...7.41.59 just changed to 7.42.00. I went to get my camera to 
photograph the time against those words because 742 is code for the End Times. 
As I took the shot, a thought flashed through my mind....... (Finish ex nb) 
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important people fling off in private jets, no free flights to the 
Mediterranean, and just obstruction when her parents finally 
reached Albufeira, near Faro..... But there were no higher 
national interests at stake, no ‘team’ to bring home. Pete died in 
a holiday flat, from the mundane task of having a shower, 
overcome by carbon monoxide fumes * from a badly-maintained 
gas * water heater in an unventilated bathroom. He died on 23" 


> Tt is only as I edit this section just hours after the 8th anniversary of the fall 
of the Twin Towers that I am reminded of a strange coincidence linking 
Pete’s death to Tutankhamun. I was never able to discuss this with Jenny, 
because I had never made the link before today. Last night, in reading through 
this section, I had added the words from a badly-maintained gas water heater. 
Now in going properly through the corrections from the original printed draft 
of the book, corrections which I had made on the 12" February 2009, 
(12.2.9) I find that my original edit had been to add at * the words from a 
badly-maintained water heater. Last night I had included the additional word 
gas and as I came to make a note in my current notebook, No 4370, about 
how the same words come into my mind, I suddenly had a vision of a gas 
water heater, the only gas water heater there has ever been in my life. It was 
the gas water heater which I had installed by a local plumber in the spring of 
1972 in a relative's upstairs Tyneside flat at in Gateshead. I well-remember 
talking to old Mr Macmillan, even then well-past retiring age, about the 
Tutankhamun exhibition which had recently opened in London, to mark the 
50th anniversary of the discovery of Tutankhamun's tomb by Howard Carter. 
Mr Macmillan told me about his own excitement at the time the tomb was 
discovered in 1922. His fiancée had quite bored with his continually talking 
about the tomb, when they went for walks. But it had really made a deep 
impression on him. So it is rather strange that the one connection which a gas 
water heater has for me is the tomb of Tutankhamun. And the one 
connection a gas water heater had for Jenny was death, that of her brother, 
Pete. 


Actually, it was Pete who introduced Jenny to Spiritualism. He had come 
back from a demonstration one night in 1969 and told her the medium had 
suggested Jenny would soon be expecting a baby. It proved to be true. And 
after Pete died, she became aware of his spirit linking to her mind on several 
important occasions. So was his death part of her learning experience, to 
prepare her for Ankhsoun and her life with me? It might seem unfair to 
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September 1979, only nine weeks before the Erebus tragedy. So 
this latest disaster, with all the ‘respectful’, ‘caring’ coverage, 
especially from TV presenters like the avuncular Mark Sainsbury 
or John Campbell, has been a really painful reminder for Jenny 
of the circumstances surrounding the death of her brother and 
how different it is ifa death is deemed ‘important’. 

The New Zealanders who died on T888 were just doing 
their jobs. They were not heroes as the Herald on Sunday tried to 
claim. They were ordinary men doing mundane jobs which had 
been done countless times without major incident. This one was 
just different. Something went wrong and its magnitude 
overwhelmed them. The trouble was the Airbus crash and 
especially its date, raised ghosts of that earlier disaster, on Mt. 
Erebus. So these deaths had to be ‘special’, marked by stage- 
managed ceremonies and an airline ever mindful of PR and 
media control. Yes, man’s treatment of death is very unfair. It all 
depends whether the death is of consequence to people who 
matter in this world or to vested interests. 


suggest that Pete’s death was just to serve this purpose, but Jenny often said 
that perhaps his death saved his life 


12/09/2009 12:29:31. It raises again the question of destiny. 


And thinking of today, there is a powerful Tutankhamun link to 9-11, one 
which no one else has ever seemed to have noticed. The 5th Earl of Carnarvon 
died on the 23rd of April 1923, not long after Howard Carter opened the 
inner burial chamber of Tutankhamun's tomb. His death set in train the story 
of the Curse of Pharaohs. His son, the 6th Earl, died on the 22"4 September 
1987. (22.9.87). It was the very night that we had secured our first ever 
theatre exhibition, at Dundee Rep. We were to exhibit Jenny’s Egyptian 
papyrus paintings during their November performance of Agatha Christie's 
Murder on the Nile. His son, the 7th Earl of Carnarvon, racing manager and 
close personal friend of the Queen, died on the very day of the attack on the 
World Trade Centre. So is it just chance that in the middle of my editing this 
section Lessons In Death there should come a powerful reinforcement of that 
very theme, lessons in death? 
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But such things are not a consideration when it comes to the 
Great Balance. Were my experiences revolving around the trailer 
and the weighbridge not intended to be a reminder of the great 
balance which awaits us all on death? And that brings us back to 
Egypt. Perhaps the Ancient Egyptians were right about 
something else too! The first time I stood in the Valley of the 
Kings at Luxor, I heard a ‘knowledgeable’ modern Egyptian tour 
guide explaining that the Ancient Egyptians believed that when 
you died, you went to the stars. And then she added, “But we 
know they were wrong.....” Do we? And are they? What do we 
really know about death? What do we really know about the stars 
and the deeper purpose of the heavens we can gaze upon every 


night, weather permitting? 
30/11/2008 3:20 p.m. NB Advent Sunday. 


13. More on the Balance... 


But it goes on and on. Jenny finished her spell-check on the first 
draft of this paper which finished at the above point, at 3.20pm 
precisely on Advent Sunday. She gave it the file name Airebus. It 
was only on the Monday morning, as I was editing the first draft 
of Airebus, on remembering her excitement at this powerful 
coincidence, that I got the idea to ‘bold’ her date/time stamp. 
Then I went to save it as a fresh document. I added 320 to the 
filename, for the time she saved it. But this was also an odd 
reminder of my weighbridge docket and also of my final 
comments about the Great Balance at the end of Airebus. It was 
only then that it hit me. The file was now called Airebus 320. Of 
course! That was the other meaning of the 320 kg on the 
weighbridge docket. It was not just the longitude of Lockerbie. 
It was an Airbus 320 that had crashed. But was this really the 
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main meaning? or seven men had gone to Judgement on that 
A320, weighed in the balance. 320 was the result of a weighing 
on the Great Balance. The weight of garden rubbish I had 
dumped at the tip had been 320 kg. The A320 had been reduced 
to rubbish fragments, as the Outer Mind knew it would be, when 
He orchestrated those meaningful coincidences 12 hours before 
at Howick, and 24 hours before that when He inspired the 
setting of that Business News front page and in the year before 
that when He orchestrated the share prices in the financial 
collapse. 

Was it not intended to be an incredibly precise parable of 
the scene which the Ancient Egyptians had depicted so 
frequently, and so well, that final weighing of the heart on the 
Great Balance before the Lord of Eternity. Was meaningful 
coincidence being used by the Source to confirm, with great 
precision, that on death Judgement awaits us all? 


14. More on the Trailer 


Then, more ideas kept coming to me as I remembered things 
about that trailer on which I had lavished such tender loving care. 
Now I could understand exactly why I had bothered, why I had 
been caused to feel I should improve the look of the trailer. It was 
so that the trailer would fit precisely with the various elements of 
the Perpignan air disaster. It had been on the night of 3% 
November, that I’d realised I would have to fix Alan’s trailer. P'd 
started on a garden tidy-up which only made me realise how out- 
of-hand the garden had become. Between my work — books, AV’s 
and house repairs, the reduced ability of Jenny to care for the 
garden as a result of her cancer, the garden had ‘got away’. Things 
had been quite hectic since I returned from Frankfurt in 
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November 2007. Jenny had been in out of hospital for much of 
the first half of 2008, Jenny loved working in the garden but now 
she had so little energy. So I had to do most the clearing of it all. 
I was the ruthless one. Jenny's attitude was that it was green, you 
had to leave it. Almost everything was ‘about to flower’. But 
something really had to be done. Soon I had a huge pile weeds as 
well as some arum lilies which had colonised areas of the front 
garden. They'd have to go to the tip. We didn’t have the room 
to compost them. 

That meant a trailer. Hiring a trailer was expensive - $40 for 
half a day and there wasn’t time to fill it in half a day. Whether 
it was loaded to two feet deep or four foot deep, the now- 
privatised waste transfer station charged $35. So, I’d have to fix 
the trailer to get it through the Warrant of Fitness. It had failed 
months its WoF in February because of corrosion on the high 
tensile steel bolts connecting the drawbar to the tow ball socket. 
Those bolts were a nightmare to access so Alan had just left it. It 
was an old trailer anyway. He told Jenny at one point that he 
might just scrap it and get a new one. But the price of a new one 
had rather horrified him. He didn't particularly need a trailer. 
But now I did. Alan seemed quite grateful when I told him I was 
taking the trailer round to the front as I needed power tools to 
get those bolts off. I'd have to see what ideas came! 

So on 4" November, *° I had towed the trailer round into 
our front drive and set to work. Gradually the ideas did come. It 
took me two hours to get the first bolt off. The next was a bit 
quicker. I went back to finish the job on Bonfire Night. I 
couldn’t help looking up at the night sky, working as I was under 


6 Te is only in editing this is that I realise I began work on the trailer on the 
exact anniversary of that first step been found in the rock which led to the 
discovery of Tutankhamen's tomb. The date was 4th November 1922. 
14/09/2009 2:26:55 p.m. 
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the trailer tow bar. All around I could hear the explosions. Near 
and far were fireworks going off. All that money was being wasted 
celebrating something that not one in 100 New Zealanders knew 
anything about, the failure of a papist plot to destroy England's 
Parliament in 1605. It was just an empty date now, far removed 
from its roots. ”” I tried to take some photographs of the 
fireworks. They were not very good ones. Then the Voice came. 
“That is enough. It is not man's fireworks that matter; it is 
Mine. It will come in the night.” Then I'd gone back to freeing 
the last bolt on the trailer. 

The next day I got some new high tensile steel bolts and 
refitted the tow-ball socket. Now, with the main problem solved, 
I thought I'd better tidy up the trailer, fill a few holes and wire- 
brush it to get rid of rust. Then Alan produced a large tin of a 
special metal primer. So I repainted all the angle iron in this grey 
and did the panels in white. 

The trailer looked much more respectable when I took it for 
its Warrant on 11 November “Odd,” I'd thought, “I wonder if 
it had to be on the 11" of the 11% — Remembrance Day — Lest 
we forget ” But it is Kipling’s version in the hymn Recessional, ** 
not the RSA’s ” nor the British Legion’s version. *° The trailer 


7 And watching the fireworks, I was reminded of the bonfires and thought of 
my William Tyndale and my Te Deum experiences in two choirs one of 
which had been on the 5‘* November 2002. Those experiences were not 
unrelated to the battle between Protestants and Papists. 


°8 Far called our navies melt away. Songs of Praise 
?? New Zealand’s Returned Services Association. 


3° As I type this, the last lines of the first verse of that Hymn had comes into 
my mind- Judge of the nation's spare us yet, lest we forget, lest we forget. The 
emphasis is on judge. And man has forgotten. Was this a prophetic link as the 
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passed — no problem, and then I went to tax it. I had to wait for 
a little while whilst a man in front of me got a new registration 
plate for his trailer. “So, you’ve changed the colour,” the woman 
said. “It’s not green anymore.” “No, it’s been repainted,” I said. 


” 


It’s grey and white.” “I'd paint the springs too, Mohammed, the 
testing station inspector had said. So I did that later in the week 
and then I began to make a proper wooden, kit-type’, detachable 
framework so I could load the trailer higher with garden rubbish. 
But as I made it, an odd coincidence reminded me of Lockerbie. 
I knelt on one of the side struts which I had just cut and it cracked 
through. I looked at my watch. The time was 7.39 pm on 18" 
November. Was there something to do with a plane crash here? 

After I had finished the framework, another neighbour 
offered to lend me some wood paint as he saw me cleaning down 
our neglected front gate. That brown paint was not a good match 
for our fence, but it was a good match for the trailer frame primer. 
So I used that to paint the new wood frame on the trailer. 

“T really don’t know why I’m bothering to do it all,” I had 
said to Jenny a few nights later. “It looks a lot smarter, but who 
cares?” I needed to tidy it up a bit for the test but it’s silly really, 
wasting all this time.” I had got so much other work to do on the 
house, the garden, the books, the AV. 

The trailer was fully loaded over the next few days as we 
continued with the garden tidying. And so that was how I ended 
up leaving for the tip with that first load of garden waste, the first 
trip under load, at 1557hrs on 28 November. 

Now, suddenly, I could understand why I had spent all the 
time on refurbishing and repainting. I saw the uncanny parallels 
with that Air New Zealand Airbus. It had been serviced and 


destiny of the trailer was to link to the great balance and hence God’s 
Judgement, precisely 17 days later. 13/09/2009 8:03:01 p.m. 
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repainted to get a re-certification. The trailer had been repaired 
and repainted to get a re-certification. The aircraft had been on 
loan to XL Airlines in Germany. The trailer was on loan to me. 
It belonged to Alan. The first full load test of the trailer was on 
28" November. The full load test for the Airbus was on 28° 
November (NZ time) to confirm it was fully up to spec to hand 
over to Air New Zealand. And that was when it had failed. I read 
later that it had begun its final servicing at Perpignan on 3" 
November. The cross-connections really were uncanny. Had I 
been inspired to do that painting in order for the web of destiny 
to come to completion at the time appointed? *' 

And there is another connection in XL — to sewage and 
aircraft. Excel is the name of the semi-privatised undertaking in 
Manukau City Council which is responsible for sewage treatment 
in that council’s area. The Head Office of the City Council is 
situated opposite the IRD office in Manukau City, appropriately 
called The Twin Towers, directly under the flight path into 
Auckland airport. One of the last photos I took on Flight UA842 
just before we landed on 17th March 2002, was of a rainy and 
windswept Manukau City showed those two buildings. I had 
photographed the Twin Towers from that American Jumbo Jet 
without even realising. 

So had my work on the trailer been necessary to put in place 
important pieces of my jigsaw to predictively cross-correlate with 
Air New Zealand’s jigsaw puzzle, the Airbus disaster off 
Perpignan? The emphasis on trailer as part of an aircraft disaster 


3! T had added that last sentence in editing the book before printing a current 
version today, 24 August, 2009. I had just flicked through this section and 
noticed a few errors and then came to add this last sentence. The main editing 
work I had done this morning was adding the section The last Days for Jenny. 
As I finished typing my eye was drawn to the time. 2.57pm the Erebus death 
number. Was this intended as an immediate answer to my question? 
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is inescapable. But what is the Big Picture to follow, the main 
feature? Time on my watch is 12:35:10. That suggests that the 
main feature carries a powerful nuclear component.... 12:35:43. 


15. Pictures at an Exhibition...Joining the 
Dots 


I first went looking for Jenny on 17" February 1986. * No, that's 
not strictly true. What I actually did was follow up an 
advertisement which my friend had found in Prediction 
magazine. It was an advertisement for Vile Egyptian Papyrus. The 
advertisement had mentioned a gallery at Hampton Court. So I 
made my way to Hampton Court to look at the paintings for 
myself. The gallery was a small unit in Hampton Court Revival, 
which was an array of craft and antique stalls. Manfred, one of the 
other stallholders, was looking after the Nile Egyptian Papyrus 
stand in the absence of its owner. She was away organising an 
exhibition at the Wembley conference Centre. That was how I 
came to meet Jenny the next day, hanging pictures at the next 
edition. The date was 18th of February 1986.33 She was only at 
Wembley because of Tutankhamen. She had seen some posters 
on the London Underground, advertising a swimming pool 
exhibition. The posters featured the Tutankhamen golden mask 


>? Was that another date appointed in destiny? For it was on 17" February 
1922 that Howard Carter had broken down the wall of the burial chamber in 
Tutankhamen's tomb. And in 1854 it was on the 17 February that John 
Martin the inspired Victorian painter, who had painted The Last Judgement so 
beautifully, was actually called to Judgement himself. 


3 At this point I realised it was almost 23 years ago. A quick calculation showed 
that in fact it was 22.91 years ago today. (18/01/2009 10:38:05 a.m. 2"4 Sunday 
after Epiphany ) 


64 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


with one added feature - sunglasses. That image gave her the idea 
for an alternative venue for promoting her business, directly to 
well-heeled customers, far from Hampton Court. After all, who 
but the well-heeled can afford swimming pools, especially in 
England? And she did indeed do quite well at that exhibition, but 
as ever, the net sales did little more than pay the cost of the stand 
and associated expenses. 

But, there is another clear pattern to be found here. Our first 
exhibition together was in Dundee, Scotland in November, 
1987. Our securing of that theatre exhibition on 21* September 
was marked later that very same night by the death of the 6" Earl 
of Carnarvon, the son of the man who financed Howard Carter's 
excavations which resulted in the discovery of the tomb of 
Tutankhamun. It was in that exhibition in Dundee that we had 
first. publicised Ankhsoun’s story. Was the 6th Earl's death 
designed to be another part of the hologram of authentication for 
what the spirit of the lost Queen of Egypt had been sent to tell us? 

The opening of our second exhibition of Egyptian papyrus 
paintings at Melrose Station, in December 1988, was marked by 
the crash of Pan Am 103 at Lockerbie. We were again using that 
exhibition to promote our book about the real story of Akhenaten 
and Tutankhamun, the gospel according to Ankhsoun, as it were. 
Both Akhenaten and Ankhsoun referred to God as Ra. Was it 
really just chance that we sold only one painting on that first day 
of that exhibition, an Eye of Ra at 1221 on 1221 88. 

Our 3rd exhibition was in a temporary shop in Edinburgh's 
Waverley market to coincide with the city council's Gold of the 
Pharaohs exhibition which opened on 2nd February 1988. We 
opened that shop on 18th of February, the 2nd anniversary of our 
meeting. ** Our phone number in that shop was 031 557 2667. 


34 And these same dates recurred again in 1995. We got completion on the 
purchase of our house on 17" February and moved in on the 18th. On 16" 
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At that time 557 meant absolutely nothing to us. Its significance 
was known only to the Source. 

Our fourth exhibition and first in New Zealand was at the 
Old Courthouse in Papakura. It was marked by the next 
American jumbo jet disaster, the crash of TWA800 off Long 
Island on 17" July, 1996. The headlines screamed ‘229 died’. 
And again I had tried to put across ideas of destiny in that 
exhibition, and that there is some source of Intelligence beyond 
space and time, which knows the future with absolute precision. 
The location of that exhibition certainly carried the judgement 
theme. Our mounting that exhibition came about only because 
of a ‘chance’ meeting in an Anglican church, but not at a service. 

And now, on the very day I finish the script of my first digital 
audio-visual as a kind of exhibition for the entire world, via the 
internet, there comes an Air New Zealand disaster. That audio- 
visual described code 557, our Lockerbie experiences and that 
Egyptian exhibition at Melrose station. There seems to be a clear 
pattern emerging from the dots, inescapable links between Egypt, 
Akhenaten, Tutankhamun, death, judgement and plane crashes. 

Air disasters appear to be akin to a code book » chosen by 
the Source of Intelligence. After all, air transport stands at the 
peak of man’s supposed technological accomplishments. Is that 


February, Jenny’s 48" birthday, the last house where Jenny had lived with her 
parents in New Zealand, 9 St Mark’s Road, was moved off the site to make 
way for new medical premises. And we only found out about the removal of 
the house because we stopped one day for Jenny to look around the old 
garden. But were we meant to find out, to see it all as the unfolding of our 
destinies, Jenny's and mine? 


% In earlier times, before computers, intelligence agencies sometimes used to 
convey secret messages by utilising particular books as the basis of a code. 
15/09/2009 12:26:52 p.m. Without knowing the book, such codes were 
almost unbreakable. 


66 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


why this is the codebook which the Source has chosen, to 
emphasise how puny man's knowledge is compared with that of 
his Creator? Come to think of it, the coincidences which led me 
to predict Diana’s murder also came via an air disaster, KAL801 
on Guam on 6" August 1997, twenty-five days before her death. 
The circumstances surrounding her death certainly had strong 
links to Egypt. She died in a ‘chariot’ provided by the Phoney 
Pharaoh * in the company of his son. One of Diana’s last visions 
in this world could very well have been of the great red granite 
obelisk standing in the Place de la Concorde, moments before 
her car plunged into the Alma tunnel. 


16. God and Science 


Some may wonder how, as a scientist, I can use God as an 
explanation for the manifold strange experiences woven in our 
lives over almost a quarter of a century.. The reason I do that is 
because God is the only hypothesis that fits all the facts. There 
has to be some Source of Intelligence, beyond any theories we 
have of space and time, which interacts with our minds as He 
chooses. I use ‘He’ because ‘It’ implies a lower form of life. And 
‘She’ implies definitely female. So I choose to use the generic 
form of He as being the least offensive pronoun. ‘It’ certainly 
does imply something inanimate, at best a lower form of life. 
The interaction through the meaningful coincidences comes 
in our here and now, but sometimes appears to give precise clues 
to future events, sometimes days in the future, sometimes years. 
What is more, this Source of Intelligence appears to also link to 


3° This was one of Mohamed al Fayed's nicknames, used on a number of 
occasions by the British press 
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the spirits of the dead, although this is a topic which has not even 
really been touched upon in this paper. There are many reasons 
outside the facts given in this paper for supposing this Source of 
Intelligence to be what man has called ‘God’ by various names 
over the millennia. So, for want of a better name, I use the term 
‘God’ to describe this orchestrating Entity which appears to be 
beyond any theories we have of space and time. 

Only yesterday, whilst looking for a book Steam on the 
Waverley Route, | turned over Time magazine for 5° February, 
1996. Is Anybody Out There? Is the question on the cover. My 
answer is ‘Yes’ I just do not know where “There’ is. In an 
interview in another Time magazine, a decade later, in 
November, 2006, Richard Dawkins said that the question of 
God’s existence is a valid one for science. He went on to say that 
his answer was ‘No’. But his answer did not come from any 
practical, scientific experiments. 

And. that is where I, another Oxford educated scientist, 
differ. My results do come from my own experiments, my own 
promising scientific research. I apply the methods of science as 
far as I can. I observe. I record. I postulate hypotheses. I find 
patters. I find repeats. The experiment seems to repeat in slightly 
different ways on occasions. The only thing I have to remember 
is that I am not in control of the great experiment which I have 
been carrying out for nigh on a quarter of a century. But my 
results leave me in no doubt that Dawkins is wrong. God does 
exist! The strange web surrounding the Perpignan air disaster is 
but the latest few strands in a very comprehensive and finely 
detailed web. 

I am reminded suddenly of the webs I was led to see, back 
lit by the light of the sun, as I searched for the 320 kg weighbridge 
docket on Sunday morning. I was there at just the right time, 
when the angle of the sun was just right to pick out the webs, 
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whilst its direct light was shaded from me by the English Elm 
tree. And again, there is symbolism there. It is analogous to the 
way that light is shone on a few pieces of a jigsaw, before the event 
comes to pass and the full jigsaw becomes clear. 

Some may ask why this research is so morbid, so focussed on 
death. Perhaps that’s the way it has to be, because the two final 
frontiers are death and space and they are perhaps not as far apart 
as they may seem. Surely a question that should concern everyone 
on the planet is what will happen to them when they die. 
Conventional scientific research can shed no light. Nor can 
medical research which, in vain, seeks a soul with knife or beam. 
In contrast, my indirect scientific research does, provide answers 
in an area where no others can. Perhaps it was always my destiny, 
but further evidence on support of that statement lies in another 
paper. 

This tremendously precise web of meaningful coincidence, 
woven around the Lockerbie, Erebus and Perpignan disasters, 
cannot logically be dismissed as chance. But although I have 
written up this particular experiment, its devising lies in the mind 
of another. It seems clear that the purpose of Perpignan is so that 
we might know that there really is Something out there. Whether 
that makes us feel threatened or more secure depends entirely on 
our belief system, or lack of it. 

So, think, wonder...... Can it all be chance? You choose, at 
least for now. 3.23.09am. 

But still the inspiration came. I wrote on..... There seems to 
be something real here, something which is not limited by the 
boundaries of space and time which constrain us. It appears to be 
highly evolved intelligence and it seems to weave a thread of 
coherence to challenge the brightest minds. What is more, this 
Source of Intelligence seems to choose to communicate with us 
in ways that depend on our own particular skills and strengths. 


69 


Signs on Buses or Why God Must Exist 


With me, the communication comes through numbers, often 
related to my interests — railways, cameras, hymn tunes, 
paintings. With novelists, the inspiration comes through the pen, 
the mind; with musicians through the note and the ear; with 
painting through the brush and the eye. Yes, there is definitely 
something out there. 3.28.34 

It was 3.28 am on the morning of 2"? December. It's just 
like writing an Oxford tutorial essay through the night, I had 
thought to myself. P'd done that once or twice in 1966, still 
writing as the sky lightened and the birds began the dawn chorus. 
Was I meant to end this section where I began with thoughts of 
Oxford, a place where for a short while I was the happiest I had 
ever been. From Alpha to Omega. Was the inspiration coming 
again here to emphasise that God is real? And note the date 2"! 
December, 212. In the codes 212 refers to Existence of God — 
Dewey decimal library book classification scheme. 

10.49am 9" December, 2008 


17. Understanding Purpose in Death 


Some people will complain that it is distasteful for me to make 
capital out of people’s deaths. But do I really do that? Or is it 
tasteful because I treat death as something other than a totally 
taboo subject? Do I not demonstrate a purpose in these deaths, 
sad though these deaths undoubtedly are for the people left 
behind? I suggest that these deaths would appear to be part of a 
much greater pattern, part of the proof that God exists.....and 
part of the proof that there is life after death? Note I use the word 
proof, not the pious hope which is all that priests or celebrants 
can offer. Jenny said recently “The Airbus relatives should see 
themselves as privileged, part of the proof of the existence of God. 
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It is not like being just mown down by a drunk driver or killed 
by a thug in a liquor store robbery, or poisoned in a distant land 
by a lazy, cost-cutting landlord, like Pete was.” The hurtful thing 
was that Pete and the relatives of the other hundred or so who 
met the same fate over a few months received no help whatsoever. 
They died in obscurity, often young, certainly unexpectedly, in 
ones and twos, being flown back in coffins, often on the same 
planes on which they should have been returning from holiday. 
Deaths only matter if they are e7 masse or someone ‘important’. 
But lack of celebrity doesn’t reduce the shock or the grief. In fact 
it’s worse. Then it is really clear that no one cares. With major 
disasters, there is at least the illusion that people care, even 
though really they don’t. At least for a while there is a pretence. 
The modern approach to death in our consumer-focussed 
society is so childlike. The dear departed has gone to heaven.... 
gone to Jesus...with the angels.... at peace.... The ‘loved ones’ 
can have closure..... It’s fairy tales for children. Funerals have 
certainly lost their gravity, their seriousness, their role in making 
people stop and think about their own lives. There is far more to 
death than these modern infantile soap operas, set to the favourite 
pop songs of the departed, with little tearful cameos by so many 
‘loved ones’ as to how wonderful was the dear departed. Even 
priests are becoming a thing of the past. More and more these 
funerals are orchestrated by ‘celebrants’ whose focus is solely to 
manage the occasion, comfort the living and assuage any sense of 
fear or guilt. The shallow sham of the modern funeral is all about 
celebrating a life. But it is all illusion for that life is past. The 
funeral performance has nothing to do with the reality of death, 
in fact little really even to do with the reality of the life that has 
passed. For all his bravado, there is nothing that modern man 
fears more than death and that is plain from these sham rituals 
which try to pretend that nothing has changed. And how many 
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of the people at these funerals are really at one with the skeptics, 
who insist that death is the end? After that there is nothing. In 
my experience, the majority of people, seem to imagine they will 
see their loved ones again, in some notional heaven and that 
seems even to apply to humanists. 

You don’t find atheists on a battlefield, or so the saying goes. 
They are also notable for their absence when disasters strike, or 
when death is near. In the short time they had as that Airbus 
hurtled toward the ocean, did any of the men on that flight deck 
really believe there was nothing else and resign themselves quietly 
to oblivion? Or did they do what most do, and cry out to God? 

Meaningful coincidences can tell us much, especially about 
what happens when we die. Meaningful coincidence is part of the 
language which God has chosen to communicate what He 
considers man needs to know in these Latter Days. Meaningful 
coincidences have told us volumes over twenty-four years. That’s 
why we have produced twenty books. So, in the course of this 
paper, it should have become plain that this ‘cruel coincidence’ of 
the Erebus/Airrebus anniversary is not cruel at all, just the latest 
message in a long line of messages going back over two decades. 

If people choose to ignore these powerful messages, then 
these 7 — note 7 — not 5 — 5 is all the NZ TV media seem to focus 
on, as only New Zealanders count — 5, (not 5) but 7 really will 
have died in vain, whatever the Black Boxes show. These seven 
deaths are part of a vital *’message which God has chosen to give 
to mankind for the Season of Advent — once again, just as He did 
twenty years ago at Lockerbie. But no one listened then either. 


” As I read through this again, the word vital came into my mind so I 
inserted the word here. Then the Voice said That’s enough. Leave it! I 
glanced at the time ( Now 15/09/2009 11:14:41)p.m. The computer clock 
showed 11:11pm. It is the code for Lest We Forget. But man has forgotten 
...about God.... the real God. 15/09/2009 11:16:27 p.m. 
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Advent is when Christians supposedly remember the birth of 
their Saviour. But that is not the message of the real Codes, the 
Alpha and Omega Codes. Unlike The Da Vinci Code, this is not 
a novel. Advent used to have another meaning in the Christian 
churches, one which is rarely mentioned now because it puts off 
the punters, who prefer just the rosy glow carols, the baby, the 
shepherds, the wise men and the angels. This old subsidiary 
meaning of Advent is the reminder of the Second Coming of 
Christ, bringing with it the Last Judgement. 

Remember the significance of the trailer in all of this. The 
trailer is a symbol — back to Dan Brown’s novels and the idea of 
religious truth through symbolism — but real truth, not Dan 
Brown’s version...... The trailer used to come before the big 
picture when I ‘went to the pictures’ as a lad in Manchester. So 
what is the big picture....? It’s part of what I’ve described — but 
a lot more besides. The big picture is the final accounting — the 
Great Final Balance - the End of the World - disaster on a scale 
man cannot begin to comprehend. But that is only what will 
happen in this world. 

Remember also the symbol of the weighbridge, the great 
balance. Our Lockerbie experience was woven around an 
exhibition of Egyptian paintings. Several of our paintings show 
Judgement scenes. Was that juxtaposition also intended to 
remind us how the Egyptians were the first people in the history 
of mankind to graphically portray the concept of the Judgement 
of the soul on death. 

Is it not intended to remind us that despite all the sham, all 
the comfortable pretence with which man chooses to surround 
death, in the end there is only the Great Balance, the final 
accounting that awaits us all when the Spinner of the Years says 
“Now!”? 

30/11/2008 3:20 p.m. 


73 


PART 3 


a 


THE SECOND COMING YET MORE 
REPEATS 


18. The Courier End Times Code 


Because of the apparent significance of the signs on 27" 
November at Howick, I felt I needed to confirm that the pilot 
did indeed come from Howick. It was possible. There was a Brian 
Horrell listed at Botany Downs, just beside Howick. But was it 
the same Brian Horrell? Surely there would be something in the 
local papers. Neither the Howick and Pakuranga Times, nor the 
Eastern Courier was especially helpful. I could pick up the copies 
which interested me at their respective offices, they both told me, 
which meant driving quite a distance over to Howick. So I did 
just that. A car parked outside the Courier offices told me I was 
on the right track — 2290, as did the security code on their offices. 


19. The Chemist and 557 


My next stop was to pick up some Epsom salts for Jenny. I went 
to the usual Birmingham Road address to find the Dominion 
Health had moved. I eventually tracked them down their new 
address driving past several ‘obelisks’ en route, the distinctive 
markers for East Tamaki. The officer appeared to be deserted, 
but eventually an older man appeared . It turned out he was the 
owner someone I'd never met before, although I had collected 
magnesium sulphate on at least four occasions over the past 
couple of years. He came to do at the invoice but encountered a 
problem on printing it. It seemed to be churning out lots of paper 
but not the invoice. By this time the office receptionist had come 
back. I'm trying to print out invoice 10557 he said to her. See if 
you can do any better. Was it chance that computer problems 
emphasised once again code 557? And the man was a chemist by 
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training just like me. He commented that they'd come full circle 
back to where they started a dozen years or so before. Their first 
premises had been just across the road from where they now were. 
Again it was a strange parallel because the 557 codes also 
appeared to have come full circle over twenty years to predict 
another plane crash. 


20. Don's Mate 


My next call was at the offices of the Howick and Pakuranga 
Times where the signs were even more powerful and highly 
specific. I noticed a car parked in a nearby space....841, as I came 
out with the three editions of the local paper for that first week 
in Advent. Flight 841 had been the flight to Melbourne when I 
had first been aware of the spirit of a pilot linking to my mind as 
we flew over the city. It was on the return flight 842 that the 
‘coincidence codes’ had confirmed the experience on the outward 
bound flight. 

But as I took a couple of photos, I noticed another vehicle 
parked a little further along. The number plate of that really was 
uncanny — DONSM8....Don’s Mate.... You could not get a 
more personal and powerful link, both to Air New Zealand and 
to death. My wife, Jenny, had married Bill Schiessel in May 
1967. His elder brother, Don, had married Margaret Hines some 
years earlier. Don worked for Air New Zealand as an aircraft 
engineer. They spent six months in Los Angeles while he carried 
out pre-delivery inspections on the new McDonnell-Douglas 
DC10s....Was one of them the one that met its date with destiny 
on Mt Erebus? I don’t know. 

But a few years later, back in New Zealand, Don developed 
leukaemia and died. Margaret never re-married and was sill living 
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in the same house in Birkenhead in Auckland’s North Shore when 
we arrived here in 1995, having emigrated from Britain. It was in 
that very house that we spent our first three weeks in New Zealand 
and today is the 14" anniversary of our arrival at Auckland Airport 
on the Saturday of the Auckland Anniversary Weekend. Today is 
24", but then it was the 26". So, it is 22555 days. 

But DONSM8 has two uncanny a connection. We had first 
stayed with Don’s mate, Margaret, on our arrival in New Zealand 
in 1995. And the other Don’s mate could be thought of as a 
reference to another aircraft engineer, at Perpignan, Murray 
White, the one from Auckland who died. 

But, on reading the local paper, I discovered that there was 
even more to it than that. Murray White was another man local 
to Howick. He came from Pakuranga. 

With these signs outside, I decided to go back into the 
newspaper office and try to interest a journalist. My long 
experience in that particular direction is that it is easier to wake 
the dead than kindle a single spark of life in the mind of a 
reporter. So I asked if there were any journalists who don’t think 
the paranormal is a lot of nonsense. I wanted to talk about a local 
connection and the Air New Zealand disaster... 

The chief reporter came out and did at least listen. I pointed 
out the cars outside. Seeing them with his own eyes must have 
made him wonder, especially given my reason for being there in 
the first place, to prove the pilot came from Howick. But I had 
got much more evidence of design that afternoon by following 
up that particular clue. 


Book 4196 23/1/09 
That very meaningful series of coincidences came outside the 


offices of The Times on 4 December. Suddenly, I remembered 
that it was the anniversary of Dad’s death in 1986. And that in 
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turn was part of the emphasis on the reality of Heaven and Hell. 
But 4° December was also the anniversary of the Lewisham train 
crash...Spitfire 1957. One of England’ s worst....Another Train 
of Events....Maximum credible accident 77557S 11% June 1992 
2? London Bridge ?? That was before I understood Code 5577 


21. “Try The Truth” 


But during that brief conversation, the chief reporter did give me 
one vital pointer. His first response was “Your story is interesting 
but it is too sensitive for now. Come back in six months.” But 
then, he thought for a minute and added — “But if you are really 
want to get something into print now, try The Truth. Jock 
Anderson’s the only person in New Zealand who might touch 
it.” And he had, after listening to my story over the phone, about 
the NZ Airbus he published a brief but effective article in NZ 
Truth on 11° December, a most appropriate title and date — for 
reasons too numerous and complex to explain here. But I had 
suddenly become a sewage engineer from Howick. 


22. Round the Corner 


Upon leaving the Times office, I drove back up to the Ti 
Rakau Drive junction and turned right. Almost immediately to 
my left a little way ahead, my eye was drawn to a small pick-up 
truck, in particular its number plate, 557 It was just visible 
between two cars. I dashed off a quick photo. Oh well, even if, 
like everyone else, Phil didn’t want to touch it, I was being 
reminded of 557 that everything I said about the non-chance 
recurrence of these numbers was all valid. I'd just got the one shot 


off as the car behind it closed up, blocking the back of the pick- 
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up. It was only then I saw a huge 320 on a sign behind that 
following car — 320 Ti Rakau Drive. Blast, I couldn’t get the 557 
number plate crossed with the 320. I photographed the building 
sign as I passed it and got a better shot of the 557 pick-up a little 
further on, as my lane started to go faster than the inside lane. If 
only Pd got them together! When I looked back at the images, as 
I waited for fish and chips at Oceanz, I discovered that I already 
had. Clearly visible on that first shot, above the cab of the pick- 
up is a large 320. It was dramatic confirmation that, as ever, I was 
in the right place at the right time. I may not see all the signs, but 
this was yet another example of a very meaningful coincidence 
which had been engineered by the Orchestrator of Space and 
Time. The camera had seen it, even if my eye had registered it in 


at the time. 11.25.53 Book 4196 24/1/09 


23. Another Pilot Soeaks 


And there were more Lockerbie echoes. After Lockerbie, Jenny 
was aware of the pilot of Pan Am 103 talking about what he was 
aware of on that last flight. And then later he spoke again about 
the position of the cockpit. We wrote to his wife, but she didn’t 
want to know. She complained to Pan Am, presumably, or the 
CIA. Anyway, we got the bloodhounds of the Scottish police in 
hot pursuit of us criminals. The official version of the Lockerbie 
disaster would have you believe that these super-sleuths found a 
suitcase lock from the ‘bomb suitcase’ in 2500 square miles of 
forest and moorland. 

The truth was more prosaic. They couldn’t even find our 
farmhouse, with a map and an address. They had to ring from a 
house 500 yards away to ask where we were. But they couldn’t 
even get that right. The smart arses had checked up on us with 
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British Telecom. The phone was registered to our business, 
Martenn Egyptian Papyrus. It was not mentioned in our letter. I 
signed it with my own name and gave our phone number. So, 
the ‘detectives hunting terrorists’ rang and asked for Mr. Martin. 
“There is no Mr. Martin here,” was my reply. “But there must 
Beas ” Slowly the truth emerged. They were the cops from 
Lockerbie! Perhaps the CIA had left a handy locator beacon on 
the bombed out suitcase lock. Since the cops couldn’t find a 
farmhouse with a map, what’s the likelihood of finding a suitcase 
lock in that huge expanse of southern Scotland? 

We'd written to about fifty of the Lockerbie relatives, 
passing on the messages that had come to us just after midnight 
on Christmas Eve. Three of the recipients wrote back, saying they 
found what we said helpful. Three complained to the powers- 
that-be. Overall, it was quits. Most didn’t care. It had cost us a lot 
to write to them all. We didn’t have much money. What would be 
the point if we didn’t believe we were doing what the spirits of the 
dead seemed to want us to do? But that was way too deep for cops. 
The plods went off, very cagey about their search for a suitcase 
lock, but apparently satisfied with my assurance we would not 
write again, except to those who had replied to us. “Too clever for 
their own good’ would sum up that visit, but ‘not able to see the 
wood for the trees’ came a very close second. 

On the morning after my article appeared in Truth, I became 
aware of the Air New Zealand pilot talking, I groaned inwardly. 
“More trouble,” I thought. But this was the man to whom there 
had been strong links on the afternoon of 27" November. There 
had also been strong connections on the morning of 24", as I 
realised somewhat later, but I only understood them as I looked 
back. Those meaningful coincidences were intended to be proof 
of the genuineness of the communication from the spirit world. 
They were part of the fully orchestrated design, an orchestrated 
litany of truth, you might say, God’s way of standing in stark 
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contrast to man’s. The pilot spoke to me on the morning of 12" 
December 2008. It was only that night that I saw on TV teletext 
a reference to a memorial service being held for the pilot on that 
very day, on which his spirit had spoken to me. So, I wrote to his 
wife, expecting little. | was not disappointed. Again, the pilot’s 
wife didn’t want to know. 

At Lockerbie, we spoke to the priest beside whose church the 
cockpit had come down. The pilot had unwittingly been 
pointing to the purpose in the disaster, even in death.... Forces 
beyond his control had brought his cockpit down at Tundergarth 
church. Lockerbie was a message from God to a world that didn’t 
care, led astray by priests who don’t understand or care either. 

And again, it was another ‘Scottish church’ here in Auckland 
— St. Columba Presbyterian Church, Botany Downs - that was 
most unhelpful. That was where the pilot’s memorial service had 
been held on 12" December. I asked for a copy of the memorial 
service, as I felt it was all part of the very meaningful coincidences 
around that Airbus crash which seemed to be part of the scientific 
proof of the existence of God. The service sheet never came. Not 
even the promised email arrived that she said she would send to 
let me know if she had not got permission to send the service sheet. 
Anyway, it was a public service, so she was being particularly PC 
in not sending me a copy. But I never mentioned the magic word 
Jesus. You wouldn’t expect Christians to be interested in the 
scientific proof of the existence of God. Such scientific proof 
might not give them the answer they wanted. The answer might 
come back that Jesus was not God, in common with what is 
obvious from the New Testament. 


24. In the Shadow of Oceanz 


On 17" December, I’'d gone to Howick once again — another 
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Code repeat, two weeks on — to get the local papers, to see if there 
was any coverage of the memorial service. The NZ Herald had 
been notable for ignoring the event altogether. The less publicity 
the better, as far as Air New Zealand was concerned.....The 
extensive coverage of the funeral of an All Black on 20° 
December stood in marked contrast. But he was a hero!! 

I sat in the front car park of the Oceanz Seafood. It’s 
definitely the best fish and chips in New Zealand. Fresh snapper 
and chips is closest to the best cod and chips in Britain 
(Harrogate, Aberdeen and Ripon). I was waiting for my camera 
battery to recharge as I picked up the new edition of the Howick 
and Botany Times and found the brief account of the memorial 
service for Brian Horrell. And in the Howick and Botany Times, 
there was some coverage of the service, brief, with just the same 
photo of the pilot. No investigative journalist had bothered to 
take one of the half dozen company cars the 1 km from The Times 
offices to get a photograph of the church with some of the ‘500 
mourners’ outside. "There were lots of pilot caps at the service’ 
.....a celebration of Brian’s life’.....How odd, I had thought. 
The words, The Life of Brian came into my mind ....Was it 
intended thus to be another oblique reference to Advent, to 
Christ and the mistakes of the churches? I looked at my watch. It 
showed 17.39. It was certainly all connected. 

After collecting my tray of fish and chips, I moved the car. 
The sun still made the car uncomfortably hot, even at 6.15 pm. 
So I drove round the corner to park in the shade of the Oceanz 
building, rather as one might do in Egypt. 

Now a thought comes to my as I write (11.13.33am 20" 
December) That’s where the plane ended up — in the Shade of 
the Ocean Now the time is 11.13.57....11.14.00 And 1114 is 
2x557. There were 2x 557 pointers on 27" November in New 
Zealand. I photographed my watch - 11.14. Was this intended 
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to be more verification by synchronous meaningful coincidence 
that all of these number recurrences should not on any account 
be considered chance? 

(Full Fathom Five Thy Father lies. Of his bones are coral made. 
There is nothing of him that remains But doth suffer a sea change.) 

I had finished my fish and chips and was having another 
drink of 7Up when I heard a plane and looked up. Quickly I got 
out my car and saw it in the middle distance. I took a couple of 
quick photographs, one wide angle for location and the other on 
medium zoom. Then I put on the telephoto lens and fired off a 
few more shots. The plane was obviously heading over towards 
Auckland airport at Mangere, not far from the Auckland regional 
sewage works. In those telephoto shots, the white fuselage of the 
jet was very stark against the blue of the sky. Yes, it was definitely 
an Air New Zealand plane. But the tail koru was very clear. And 
that’s exactly what emerged from the shadow of the ocean, the 
tail Koru. Unfortunately, the sky in the photos was rather dirty. 
The camera CCD badly needed cleaning. It’s the one 
disadvantage of digital SLRs 


25. A Mickey or a Jub? 


It was the next morning that I picked up a magazine, an old 
aviation magazine Pd found in my library a couple of weeks 
earlier when Pd gone to check whether any of my plane books 
was recent enough to list this latest Airbus. An advertisement on 
the back showed an A320 Airbus — and a B737. As I wrote those 
words, Jenny shouted “It’s 5.03 on the cooker.” Code 503 means 
The Diagrams of Truth (photos 503...506...507...508 

Then I began to wonder. I hadn’t looked much at this 


advertisement before. The planes were in manufacturers’ liveries 
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— not very relevant. I had been looking for one in Air New 
Zealand livery. But then I began to wonder whether the back 
magazine cover was more relevant than I had hitherto thought. 
Could the Air New Zealand jet ’'d photographed over Botany 
have been an Airbus 320? Or was it a Boeing 737? 

Pd done an internet search on ‘Perpignan Air New Zealand 
Airbus’ on Wikipedia. Google had returned a history of 
Perpignan which had given me the answer to a question I had 
wondered about ten days before. It confirmed the ‘Death of 
Arthur’ links which had begun on 24 November and CUE 
557.....outside another little country church, but at Drury, not 
Tundergarth. But with hindsight, it was clearly part of the Code 
repeat sequence. The pilot’s full name was Brian Arthur Horrell. 

Then Id printed off Wikipedia’s Air New Zealand article. It 
listed the fleet — 11 Airbus A320s and 19 B737s. Both seem to 
be used interchangeably on domestic routes within New Zealand 
an on some Pacific and trans-Tasman routes. Was that plane a 
737 or an A320? From its direction of travel, it was probably a 
trans-Tasman flight. “It’s just like trying to tell a ‘Mickey from a 
Jub’,” I thought to myself. The engines looked very similar, apart 
from a couple of tell-tale differences. As a train-spotter with a 
train coming at you almost head on, it was a point of honour to 
tell what the engine was before anybody else could. There were 
only 191 express passenger, three cylinder Jubilees (green), all of 
which were named, but 842 two cylinder, mixed traffic Mickeys 
(Stanier black 5s), only 4 of which were named. The ‘namers’ 
were so much more interesting. The names seemed to make them 
more individual. It was another uniquely British tradition. No 
other country in the world bothered to name steam locomotives. 
They only named express trains, but not the individual 
locomotives. 


So here was another important Lockerbie echo, another 
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Code repeat. I'd used an Jan Allen abc to find the fleet number 
of Clipper Maid of the Seas, the name which was so clearly legible 
on the wreckage of the cockpit at Tundergarth. In a way, this an 
Allen Aircraft abc was a progression from my train-spotters’ 
‘bible’, the Jan Allen abc of British Railways. Although plane 
spotting seemed to carry on my ‘obsession with numbers’ from 
my trainspotting days, as expert psychologists will diagnose it, the 
truth is that I never had much of an interest in planes before 
Lockerbie. ’'d only bought that one Jan Allen Aircraft abc when 
I took my son David to Heathrow for a day in 1985, on one of 
his access visits from Tyneside, where he lived with his mother. 
At the time, I was living in London, in Chelsea, but it was a 
company flat in the ‘wrong’ part of Chelsea, SW10 not SW3. 
Incidentally, that area around King’s Road is known as World’s 
End. I thought that Aircraft abc might add a bit of interest for 
him as the Railway abcs had for me when I was a young boy. I 
noted the few planes we saw in that book. 18" April 1985. ** One 
was a Pan Am jumbo. *” 


38 Jenny, in typing that, had again mixed up April and August — as she had when 
typing that paper Problems with Probability which I gave on ‘Armageddon Day’ 
27 August, 1995. Armageddon Day come in April rather than August? The 
‘Armageddon Day’ date derives from Raymond Leonard’s book, The 
Nostradamus Inheritance. But the novel’s purpose is for concept and inspiration, 
and not to be taken as an inspired date, akin to 9/11 as the date for The Hammer 
of God — Arthur C. Clarke. See our book Diagrams of Truth. The Nostradamus 
Inheritance guided us to the Church of the Madeleine in Paris for me to read 
the lesson in November 1991 — Christ’s words concerning the signs which 


would precede the end of the World. Mark 23 34-36) 


»° T check through the 1985 lan Allen abc of Civil Aircraft Markings and find we 
saw N537PA Clipper Washington. Glancing further through the book I find we 
also saw Luxair LX-LGH a Boeing 737 - Luxembourg not Light — and a JAL 
747 JA 8108. The first flight I ever had to NZ was also on JAL in October 
1994, It was also the best. 30/08/2009 3:27:21 p.m. 
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And that one day in August 1985 had been the total extent 
of my plane spotting. Trains — steam engines and the world 
around them had been my real love. But at least, through that 
Heathrow visit, I had the book I needed, the Jan Allan Aircraft 
abc. Everything was in place for me to break the second part of 
the Montego estate car chassis Code. That abc had given me 
N739PA as the fleet number of Clipper Maid of the Seas, the name 
so clear in the TV coverage from Tundergarth. So, now I had the 
second piece of the car chassis code, 7AM396557, the identity of 
the Boeing 747 jet which had crashed at Lockerbie, N739PA. 

Now, by looking closely at the A320 and the B737 on that 
magazine cover, I tried to tell the Mickey from the Jub in the 
world of aviation. I identified a couple of points of difference and 
then looked again at the File shot on my D70 camera. It was a 
little overexposed for the plane was dazzling white against the 
dark blue sky. But there was one very telling point of difference, 
picked out in the sun, a little wing end ‘fin’ — present on an A320, 
but not on a B737. And the sun picked out that little fin so 
brightly against the darkness of the wing. The lack of the external 
line of the tail fin on a B737 served to confirm the class 
identification. 


26. The Koru and the End Times 


It was indeed an Airbus A320 that I had photographed, 
unknowingly, from the shade of the Oceanz building. And the 
shade of the ocean had been the last resting place of that doomed 
Air New Zealand A320 Airbus ZK. And it was the tail fin, with 
its Koru, with the waves lapping over it, that had been the most 
evocative image of the disaster. It was an eerie echo of the tail fin 
Koru on the DC10 standing out starkly against the white slopes 
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of Mt. Erebus, 29 years earlier to the very day. Was it all meant 
to be signs of destiny in space and time? Was that Thursday at 
Oceanz intended to further confirm how I was guided to be in 
the right place at the right time, fulfilling my destiny? 

And as ever, there was more. I suddenly noticed that the first 
wide location shot of the plane was file No. DSC 8741 and the 
plane close-up was DSC 8742. 742 is a Code for the End of the 
world. It is derived thus: 739 is to 557 from Lockerbie. Therefore 
740 is to 558 — nuclear disaster to come for America. 741 is to 
559 and 742 is to 600. In 1972, Moira Timms published a book, 
The Six O'Clock Bus — a Guide to Armageddon. \n 1988, it became 
clear to us that Pan Am 103 was the first “Six O’Clock Bus’. It 
was the start of the Codes which have mapped the road to the 
real Armageddon. Clipper Maid of the Seas was to have left 
Heathrow at 6 pm for JFK airport in New York. But it was late, 
leaving at 6.25. But then it had to be, for its scheduled date with 
destiny was at 7.3 pm, 55°7’N. 

And now comes the second ‘Six O’Clock Bus’... For it was 
on the 6 o'clock TV3 News that we heard the French reporter 
talk of the ‘Airrebus’. Is Perpignan, the Second Coming for 
Lockerbie, a Second Advent 20 years on? 


27. Making it Fit 


Only a fool could say this was all chance. But the world is full of 
fools in high places, not to mention cowards, just as 
Northumbrian Water had been. The Chief Scientist made one 
very knowing comment to me in my Area Manager’s office at 
Washington Sewage Works, one day in early 1984. “You'll never 
get on because you make it too obvious that you don’t suffer fools 
gladly.” So I got out of the Northumbrian Water Authority. And 
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that’s how I ended up at World’s End in July 1985. Was it my 
destiny, to enable me to be taught to read God’s new 
hieroglyphics, the signs in space and time denoting the times in 
which we live? 

Of course, I photographed the A320 Airbus over Howick to 
make it all fit. The desperate skeptics claim I just make things fit. 
“People look for patterns, they say” almost pityingly...The 
skeptics try to make out this is a fault in the programming of the 
human mind. Naturally they could do so much better. But real 
science has only advanced because the really great men of science 
saw real patterns the world around, men like Kepler, Newton, 
Mendeleev, Lavoisier and Crooks. And many of them saw this 
rather as evidence for the existence of God. There are patterns 
there — real patterns in the planets, the stars, in the chemical 
elements, in the electro-magnetic spectrum and also in 
meaningful coincidences. God has given us minds which he 
intends us to employ to some worthwhile purpose. 

I didn’t even realise when I took that first shot that it was an 
Air New Zealand plane, let alone an A320 Airbus. I had gone to 
Howick in connection with a plane crash. And here was a plane. 
I hadn’t the faintest idea how particularly relevant it was. Nor did 
I realise how infrequently on any one day such a conjunction 
appears. It was a lowish plane on a sunny day, and I'd gone to 
Howick to get the local newspaper and hopefully some account 
of the pilot’s memorial service. But it did all fit with a precision 
that could only have been engineered by a Mind infinitely greater 
than mine. 

How exactly was I supposed to engineer getting the A320 
there in the first place, for me to make it fit? Was I supposed to 
‘envision it’ or visualise it, “Posh’-style, or ‘Becks’ with his goals, 
or Ramsay with his ‘dishes’? I suppose that the appearance of the 
A320 was just another example of ‘chance’ in action. I had only 
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decided to go to Howick that afternoon because I’d been woken 
from my rest by a phone call from the wrong nurse at our doctor's 
in Howick. I left an answerphone message for the one I’d wanted 
to ask about the local paper, but had been too busy to return my 
call. I'd wanted her to send me the cutting from the local paper 
if there was any coverage of the memorial service. But as the 
wrong nurse rang back, I concluded that I was being told to go 
to Howick. That conclusion proved absolutely correct. 

Why are the skeptics so desperate to pretend there is nothing 
to fit.....2 In their belief system, there cannot be pattern or 
design. There can only be the chaos produced by their only 
permissible goddess - chance. But there is absolutely precise 
design, as was to be made absolutely clear, very soon afterwards. 


28. The Flight Path 


But wait....there’s more, as the Wolverhampton Wanderer used 
to say — odd she urges you to ring 0800 228 229 — the codes for 
Revelation and the Apocalypse. And those times will bring a very 
natural glow to many faces. 0800 229 229 was reserved for 
Lombard Finance, a significant element in the financial 
apocalypse which has befallen NZ finance companies over the 
past eighteen months. Lombard Finance with its Greek Temple 
logo suggesting longevity and security went down in flames in 
July 2008. (??2) 

Suddenly I had a vision. That A320 had come over from the 
direction of the church where the pilot’s memorial service had 
been held. I had stood in that very church not an hour before and 
looked at the large display of the Three Wise Men following the 
Star. But could you see in the Airbus photo the large cross set 
outside the church? I knew you could in one photo I had taken 
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that evening. But there were two photos. I was confusing them. 
In the location scene of the plane, DSC 8741, all you can see is a 
Wendy’s restaurant and the green of the Countdown 
supermarket. But perhaps that, too, is appropriate, given that 
now that we are in the last stages of the countdown to the Last 
Judgement. That photo was taken from the back part of the 
Oceanz car park. 

The other photo I'd been thinking of was one I'd taken from 
the front part of the Oceanz car park near Ti Rakau Drive. There 
was a shot with a bus in the foreground. Its route indication just 
showed SORRY, to be followed in a cycle by NOT IN 
SERVICE. Just around the corner could be seen the top of the 
huge stylised cross which stands beside the Church of St. 
Columba. So was this all intended to be further confirmation that 
what comes into my mind is the truth, whether it comes in words 
or in visions? 

Tam continually led to be in the right place at the right time. 
Was it chance that led me to be in the shadow of Oceanz when 
the New Zealand Airbus A320 flew over, from the direction of 
the church where the pilot’s memorial service had been held six 
days earlier? And it was in the shadow of the Ocean he died. Was 
this intended to be yet more proof that it was indeed the spirit of 
Capt. Horrell who linked into my mind on the morning of his 
memorial service, a service that I was unaware of until twelve 
hours later. And there were so many other signs that day, so many 
other meaningful coincidences. Perhaps they may be described in 
the book, if I ever get time to write it. 

Why are journalists too scared, or is it too stupid, to see that 
there is a powerful pattern in all of this? Don’t tell me they are 
too sensitive. In any disaster, they are waving their microphones 
and cameras at any ghoulish scene they can. Sensitivity counts 
only when it suits them. But that’s not how God makes it. 
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Information, signs, parables, symbols come when the time is 
right, not when it is convenient for man and certainly not for 
journalists. For it can only be God, who orchestrates these 
incredibly powerful, meaningful coincidences. And God has 
chosen to orchestrate them now for Advent, which, in its original 
concept, was a time of anticipating Christ’s birth, not a time of 
mass consumption anticipating an orgy of self indulgence, over- 
eating and over-drinking. 

There is enough here to make any intelligent person wonder, 
but not journalists, it seems. Sadly, as a proportion, the world has 
few intelligent people. But it does have many greedy, stupid and 
selfish ones. And the gospel of Thatcher has increased their 
number many fold, as befits the High Priestess of 666. For thus 
she was identified by another disaster, the sinking of the ferry The 
Herald of Free Enterprise at Zeebrugge in 1987. Now, 21 years 
on, Britain is truly reaping as it has sown. And the rest of the 
world will do likewise, especially America. 


29. Advent and the Second Coming 


The Perpignan Airbus disaster is clearly intended to be to us 
a Second Coming for Lockerbie. Both disasters came for Advent, 
the time of expectation which begins the Church’s year. But 
modern Anglicans have corrupted the inspired words of old. The 
Advent hymn Hills of the North Rejoice was a fitting hymn for 
Lockerbie — but now they have Jesusised it and taken out the last 
line of the first verse: He Judgement brings and victory. It’s not 
nice and it puts the punters off. How do you get bums on seats 
with nasty concepts like Judgement and it’s not good for church 
revenues either. So the marketing gurus ever true to the spirit of 
St. Paul, the first marketing executive in history, changed the 
message. Far better have the modern lie. He comes in righteousness 
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and love, bringing salvation from above (Doubtless abridged by a 
student of Noddy’s Guide to Writing Hymns). And it is the same 
lie in the side chapel at St. Columba’s Church — a stained glass 
window just with the word LOVE. 

The time for love is long past. All that man deserves is God’s 
Judgement. It is now a century since a clergyman wrote of his 
concern about the vanishing of God the Judge from church 
services. He bemoaned the corruption of Christ’s real 
message..... I found that book in 2004 in a Christian secondhand 
bookshop. The sky had just turned to fire with the sunset. So 
much for clouds which are ‘fountains of goodness and love’. How 
much worse it is today, a century on from when the old priest 
wrote. Now there is just Jesus, your ever-loving, ever-forgiving 
mate, who died for your sins, however awful, so that all can feel 
very comfortable....Now, not a single priest ever mentions 
Judgement. It’s too disturbing. Judgement doesn’t fit well with 
comfort, security, wealth and the new gospel of Abundance, 
which the Christian rich often use to justify their selfish and 
greedy lifestyles. Rather appropriately, TVNZ’s sole religious 
slot, Praise Be, for the Third Sunday of Advent ended with the 
Auckland Choral Society’s rendition of Hills of the North Rejoice 
— Naturally, it was the new, corrupted version. 

On 16" November 2008, had I decided to write an audio- 
visual to put on U-Tube. No many people bother to read 
nowadays. That night, TVNZ were to show a programme about 
the Lockerbie disaster. So that Sunday morning, I wrote it. I'd 
begun my Lockerbie audio-visual with the first verse of that 
hymn, the original version. After umpteen edits over ten days, P'd 
printed off the final version just half an hour before taking the 
trailer load of garden waste to the tip in the refurbished, repainted 
trailer. P'd finished that AV with Verse 2 of that same Advent 
hymn — Isles of the Southern Seas. 

On Howick Beach on 4" December, I’d managed to get 
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some photos for ‘stilled be your restless waves....’But deep in 
your coral caves’ was a problem. I had to make do with a sewage 
pipe, a storm water overflow..... But that was a link back to my 
profession anyway and it fits the reality of ‘clean’, ‘green’ New 
Zealand far better than coral caves. So was the Air New Zealand 
Airbus disaster at Perpignan meant to bring the hymn to Verse 
2, as that disaster went largely unnoticed, except in the two 
largest isles of the southern seas. 


PS There was so much more — far too much to write down here. 
The original 18 sections of my first paper, written on Advent 
Sunday, now number 74. 20° December 2008 


PPPS So much more evidence flowed over the 20" Anniversary 
of Lockerbie, the Great Fire of Auckland and_ the 
Star...Christmas day and the Hammer of God.... The 
Cathedral... The Armageddon Clock repeat. The are now 145 
sections as at 1* January, 2009 

1/01/2009 11:18:36 a.m. 
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JULES AND THREE KINGS AND THE 
STAR 


30) JULES” 


On 9th December, I was about to drive out of the Mitre 10 car 
park at Takanini, when I noticed a woman just a short distance 
away, walk towards me. She reached her car and put in a few bags 
of shopping. Then I noticed the number plate of her car was 
JULES J. It didn’t mean anything to me Id only ever heard the 
name in connection with Cockney wide boy, Jamie Oliver’s 
occasional reference to his wife, Jules. When I reached the exit to 
Great South Road, JULES J was waiting to turn out into the 
traffic in front of me. She went to the left. I went to the right to 
do our grocery shopping at Foodtown. 

I thought no more about JULES J until I received an email 
that night from a woman, asking me to interpret various 
coincidences that had occurred in her life in recent months. She 
found my site through Google. Her coincidences all involved a 
man with whom she had had a long term relationship. The 
coincidences she described were strange indeed. In the first one, 
she suddenly noticed him crossing the road in front of her when 
she stopped at traffic lights. She had prayed to see him again. So 
here she was, seeing him again literally — literally, not quite the 
way she meant in her prayer. The second time......... The third 
time this car overtook her car as she drove onto the motorway 
and the 4" time....cutting up Danton(?) things. But what really 
struck me was that it wasn’t one of the hundreds of Americans 
who look at my site every month, or even one of the dozens of 


4° 24/02/2009 19:14:53 Searched for this file and couldn’t find. When I did 
find it on Jenny’s computer, I noticed she had typed it on 6" January — 
Eastern Orthodox Christmas and the Feast of the Epiphany when the Three 
Kings arrived. It is also the date of first mistake in Daily Telegraph edition 
numbers in January, 1991 — 41550. 
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Australians. It was a woman from Auckland and she was talking 
about places I knew, Newmarket at the end of Remuera Road, 
and the Western Motorway. 

It was only when I saw her name at the end of the letter that 
it struck me that I had already that evening been linked into her 
search for meaning in coincidences. Her name was Jules and I'd 
seen her outside Takanini Mitrel10. Maybe I should arrange to 
see Jules to discuss the coincidences and the strange way we had 
been brought together. 

But even more incredible was the fact that she lived in 
Onehunga. It was at the Onehunga branch of Mitre 10 that there 
had been a great fire, only a few days before. What is more, I was 
in the middle of restoring a painting, so it could be put on 
exhibition. It was the huge, life-size, papyrus painting of 
Tutankhamun, the picture I'd framed when I first met Jenny at 
Wembley in February 1986. The heavy plastic film I had used to 
protect the picture had yellowed badly with age. At first I had 
thought the papyrus had discoloured, but then I realised it was 
only the protecting film. 

I remembered I had had trouble finding a perspex supplier, 
so I tried to find the phone number of the man who made our 
Sentinel of Eternity —I remembered his phone number '....2228', 
but I couldn’t find it in the Yellow Pages. They'd had a big 
advertisement in the 2006 edition. The obelisk/monolith had 
been completed on 23" June 2006 (Edward VIII) for a psychic 
fair in Manukau on 24" 2006. But now I had to search through 
the plastics adverts for a new supplier. Suddenly I saw one that 
seemed appropriate with a fax number 636 5570. The airbus 
disaster had been a repeat of Code 47 with Lockerbie. 5570 is 
‘new Zealand’, in the countries of the LMSR. And 636 was part 
of my first ever successful prophecy, the start of the Gulf War, in 
itself a Code repeat 7AM131636. 
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So I had to go to the place of the fire. Pd first rung on 
Thursday, 4° December (or was it 3"). They didn’t have it in 
stock, as 2mm was very thin, but could get it overnight. As it 
turned out, there were supply problems and it didn’t arrive until 
ee 

I wrote my interpretation of her conclusion. This is like 
giving a psychic reading — I did that once at a psychic fair in 
Walthamstow. I made a set of Egyptian Tarot cards and tested 
them on the public at Walthamstow. 

The ideas just flowed. They made sense. As I was going over 
to Onehunga anyway, on 10™ December so how about meeting 
tomorrow? I had a vision of the Old Post Office on Onehunga 
Mall which is now a café. She misinterpreted ‘tomorrow as it was 
nearly midnight when I wrote it. I went, anyway, on 10" — 688 
outside Post Office. I left it there. She had my number. She could 


contact me when she had more time. 


31. A Meeting at Three Kings 


The next week she sent an email suggesting a meeting. I 
countered with an alternative time as I was taking Jenny to her 
Qi Gong massage at Mt. Roskill. ’'d have a few hours to kill, I 
sometimes go up to wait on the top of Mt Roskill, beside the sign 
of the Star, or sometimes to the ‘Manhattan Centre’. 

She agreed the time and suggested a venue of a French Café 
at the Three Kings end of Mt. Eden Road. I actually had to drive 
through the Three Kings Centre to get to the meeting. It was a 
powerful link to the Christmas story elements which were 
unfolding — the crash of the Airbus, just as Advent was beginning. 
Lockerbie had been in the 4" Week of Advent. When I got there, 


there was ‘no room at the inn’. The car park was full so I had to 
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drive further up Mt. Eden Road. Then I saw why Jules had been 
caused to choose that venue. Here I was at the Three Kings 
Quarry, with the emphasis on great rocks, Ankhsoun’s story, Mt. 
Eden Rd, named after the Garden of Eden in the beginning — the 
Book of Genesis....and here, with the great rocks, was the 
reminder of the Book of Revelation and John Martin’s Last 
Judgement giving an artist’s impression of an asteroid impact. 
One of God’s great rocks. Then I remember Jenny had pointed 
out some proof that God is real and that we live in the End Times 
— earthmoving equipment just on the new motorway works 
where it crosses under the Dominion Road exit — Hurlstones. P'd 
photographed the earth movers - from down below and from on 
high — from the top of Mt. Roskill. And so the message is Genesis 
to Revelation, Alpha to Omega. That is the purpose of the 
meaningful coincidences. 

So I left the car there, parked outside the garden centre.“ I 
walked back to the café and recognised Jules from the Code 
signal, her orange bag, a generous interpretation of orange, more 


vermillion. 


32. The Sign of the 558 Bus 


She talked of Akhenaten without knowing about Ankhsoun’s 
book. She also talked about her bus trip Eilat via Sinai to Cairo 
The Bus crashed that day in Egypt. 


“' At this point in my writing this chapter Jenny came along and told me that 
there were two letters in the paper that morning, both pro-Israel, supporting 
Israel's vicious assault on Gaza. What a surprise 11.33.35 6" January 2009 
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THE NEW CHRISTMAS MESSAGE OF 
2008 


33. Meaning in Symbolism 


Think about symbolism. It has a long history but few think much 
about it. Priests use it whenever it suits, particularly in the 
communion service with bread and wine representing the body 
and blood of Christ the supposed sacrifice for the sins of man. 
Then there is the gold, frankincense and myrrh in the Christmas 
story — king, God, sacrifice. Now why should God not use their 
symbolism back at the priests. But Christian priests were hardly 
the first to use it The Ancient Egyptians got there first, some two 
millennia before them. Symbolism is used very powerfully, in 
Egyptian hieroglyphics. Symbols were used to pictorially 
represent abstract ideas — homophones. An example in English is 
the concept of belief. How could you represent the concept of 
belief in an unambiguous manner? The answer is to use a 
homophone, a word that sounds the same. The word ‘belief 
which sounds like ‘bee’ ‘leaf’. So, draw a bee and a leaf. For ‘belief 
in God’, a bee, a leaf and a sun disk would do the trick, for Ra 
was symbolised by the sun. 

In the last five years thanks to Dan Brown, several hundred 
million people around the world have been introduced at least to 
the concept of symbolism, religious truth being conveyed 
through symbols. Unfortunately, the vast majority of them will 
only have been enlightened by the movie. As is always the case, 
the book has far more depth, but requires much more effort — a 
no-no for most people today. And that includes most of the 
journalists I have spoken to, who seem to have held the book in 
some contempt. A few have said to me “I’ve seen the movie and 
read the stuff on the wires about the book.” How’s that for an 
enquiring mind, the mythical investigative journalist — as much 
a creature of legend as the honest lawyer? But that contempt was 
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not warranted — which is more than can be said for the film with 
the wooden Mr. Hanks. Mind, old Teabag was quite convincing 
and Audrey Tatou was very easy on the eye, if not entirely 
convincing as a cryptology expert schooled by her grandfather. A 
few dozen million people have actually read Dan Brown’s novels, 
The Da Vinci Code and Angels and Demons. Or at least they 
bought the books. Unfortunately there is not a lot of actual 
religious truth to be found in his novels. The concepts are as far 
as that element goes. This symbolism is cosy and feel-good. The 
truth is a lot less comfortable, but despite this, there is much 
evidence of inspiration in these novels. Think of them as primers, 
before you move on to the serious stuff, the stuff that really makes 
you wonder, about the complexity of our codes in the real world. 

The novel, The Da Vinci Code, is really quite inspired. 
Unwittingly, he has written a book around so many elements of 
our experiences over twenty years. Yet he did not set pen to paper 
until a decade after our related experiences, death and the Louvre, 
the Paris church, the remains of Mary Magdalene, the royal line, 
the End of Days, and Roslin, not the chapel but the paper mill a 
mile away which produced the mottled vellum parchment on 
which was meant to set down the true story of Mary Magdalen. 
That paper was made using the water from the River North Esk 
which, a mile on, ‘flows ‘neath Roslyn’s walls...’ 


34. Plane Spotting 


On the eve of the Lockerbie anniversary, I was at Auckland 
airport, plane spotting, the first such day I had ever spent in my 
life. As a lad, I had been an avid train-spotter. Now I had to learn 
to tell the difference between a Mickey and a Jub in the world of 
aircraft. How can you tell an A320 from a B737? 
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I got the examples that I needed but that afternoon, not that 
far away in central Auckland, the biggest fire of 50 years took a 
freezing works in Penrose. For various reasons | didn’t go to try 
and get a photo, when Jenny told me about the fire. We didn’t 
even realise how big it was, 100 firemen, until I got home. There 
were even messages on teletext asking firemen to report for duty. 


35. Following the Star 


No, instead that night, at dusk I had gone on from the airport to 
photograph the symbol of the Christmas Story, the guiding star 
on Mt Roskill. It was the sign of Christians from the days when 
that Auckland suburb was not an enclave that owes more to 
China or the Indian subcontinent, as it does today. 

And on the top of Mt. Roskill, beside the star, as I got out 
of my car, I looked at my watch. The time was 9.46 pm, the code 
for the Hammer of God, the asteroid which is now already en 
route, the result of man failing to see the message in the Heavens 
in July, 1994. In fact, mankind has failed to heed for at least five 
millennia. He has instead got worse as his power has increased. 
Some men worry about global warming, melting icebergs, rising 
sea levels, will we run out of oil in 20 years, 50 years? Why 
bother? The signs are you have less than seven years left. 

Today, ” the NZ Herald has an article by an Auckland 
University lecturer that puts it all in a nutshell. 1.45.15 The 
threat of an asteroid impact makes all other threats pale into 


insignificance. * 


42 30% December 2008 


“3 When Jenny brought the ‘asteroid’ article to show me what had been written, 
I glanced at my watch. It showed 12:20 pm. “Quick — Get the camera,” I said. 
The photos I took are all timed at 12.21. The one which is sharply focussed on 
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Code 946 is the Hammer of God, an asteroid impact. Read 
my book, The Diagrams of Truth, to understand why and how 
Arthur C. Clarke unwittingly gave the Code to prove that 
Mohamed Atta was the Hammer of God for America. 
Incidentally, Code 503 is the Diagrams of Truth, qv the Nine 
Lessons and Carols came by emails, a PDF file 503K in size, was 
emphasised three times on Christmas Day, on each occasion 
around that first hymn of a Nine Lessons and Carols service. 

The true message of Christmas is not the Bethlehem story. 
Tidings of great joy I bring to you and all mankind. Tidings of fear 
and terror is all I bring and that’s all that man deserves. That was 
what the crew on that doomed Airbus felt in those last few 
minutes. The question is, Did that fear and terror get worse after 
the plane hit the water, after each had been individually called to 
the Last Judgement? For the pilot, it seems that was not the case. 
After the fear and terror came peace and understanding. The 
evidence suggests he passed the Judgement. I cannot say for the 
rest, the other six. I have no evidence. 


36. The Real Christmas Message of 2008 


So there was a new Christmas message for 2008 the real one, 
from the one real God, neither Mammon, Jesus nor Jehovah.. 
That message brought the theme of that Great Balance and a 
reminder of what comes after the Judgement. For the Great 
Balance is not like the pathetic modern education system in 


the text shows the watch at 12:21:46....12/21 is the way the Yanks write 21* 
December; 21:46 is 9.46 pm, the time I arrived at the ‘Bethlehem Star’ on 20" 
December 2008. 
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Britain, manipulated now so that no one fails and anyone with 
two brain cells can get three A’s at A-level. With the Great 
Balance, there are only two outcomes — pass or fail. Again, it was 
a concept from ancient times. And again the Egyptians were the 
first. But whence came the concept? Was it not from one and the 
same Source? Are not Ra, God, Allah and Elohim all names for 
one and the same entity? For in the Koran, the concept of the 
Last Judgement is emphasised again and again. It is just that few 
Muslims, in their lives, behave as though they really believe it. 

The parable of my going past the fire to the star on the exact 
eve of the 20" Anniversary of the Lockerbie air disaster was so 
clear. But I only grasped it on the Sunday afternoon. I had been 
cursing that I hadn’t gone to photograph the biggest fire in 
Auckland for fifty years, It was almost on my route home. And it 
blazed all through the night. And I just thought I had just been 
sent to plane spot, to tie up a few loose ends, in my Airbus story, 
in telling the difference between an A320 and a Boeing 737. I 
needed as photo of an Air New Zealand Airbus A320 close-up 
for this website. Little did I realise how powerful would be the 
related messages. 


37. Another The Last Judgement 
Connection. 


And think of that Bombay attack. The prime target was the Taj 
Mahal Hotel. I only made the link when Jenny’s friend, Mary 
who is currently living in France, only 40 miles from Toulouse, 
commented to me in an e-mail that when she heard of the attack 
on the Taj Mahal Hotel, she thought of the Taj Mahal itself and 
remembered Diana sitting there alone. Then I too had the vision 
of her sitting there, the silent rebuke which screamed volumes 
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about the husband who never loved her, the man who claimed 
not to know what love was, at least as far as Diana was 
concerned.. 

The Taj Mahal is always thought of in such romantic terms, 
a monument to love to the wife, etc. But the beautifully ornate 
inscriptions in the white marble of the Taj Mahal are not peons 
of undying love. They are passages from the Koran warning of 
the Last Judgment. But most Moslems pay only lip service to 
their religion, like most Christians. Both sets of believers are 
heavy on rituals, but neither group behave according to the ways 
of God. And suddenly, I realised that a Bombay link had given 
in advance in the 557 codes, which came the day of the Airbus 
fall. But because of what happened after Christmas, Bombay is 
now also a sign of things to come. 


38. Carols for Christmas 


A Nine Lessons and Carols service was held in Holy Trinity 
Cathedral, Auckland on Sunday, 21* December, at 7 pm. It just 
happened to be 20 years, to the day, since Pan Am 103 crashed 
at Lockerbie, in fact 20 years to the minute, as the impact was 
registered by the Eskdalemuir earthquake monitoring station as 
7.03pm. In England, only a few hours later, memorial services 
were held at Lockerbie and at Heathrow to remember the victims 
of ‘Britain’s worst mass murder’. 

The church was full for this most popular service, modelled 
on that held at King’s College Chapel since 1918. That, in turn, 
had been modelled on a service devised by Bishop Benson in 
1880 in the hut which was Truro Cathedral’s temporary home 
while it was being built. Nine hundred people were waiting for 
the choir to begin the service. First there is the lone chorister with 
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the first verse of Once in Royal David’s City, then comes the choir 
and the choir organ with verse two and the whole congregation 
and full organ for verse three. 

But from the organ there was not a sound to be heard. 
(Thought — mechanical failure — like Pan Am 103 — the failure 
of a vital component. 1.09.01....1.09.12) It was an echo of Silent 
Night on Christmas Eve in Arnsdorf with Gruber and Moher. 
The blower motor had failed on the organ. There was nothing to 
pump air through the pipes, great and small. 

Was it just chance that the voice of God was stilled at the very 
moment that the service should have begun in New Zealand’s 
largest cathedral? And that it was 20 years to the minute since that 
plane came down at 55°7’N, just as the coded signs had 
prophesied? 

The organ has always symbolised for me the Voice of God. 
It can gently accompany the tenors and sopranos on the choir 
organ or drown 1000 people on the great organ. Its subtlety and 
variety of tone is so symbolic of the works of God in the world. 

Was the Voice stilled as a sign that the Voice of God is no 
longer heard in today’s churches? Was it further confirmation of 
what we say about Lockerbie is correct? The case against the 
Libyan was a total fabrication. An innocent man rots in a Scottish 
prison so vengeful American and British relatives can have 
‘closure’. The real culprits were Pan Am and the Pentagon who 
had modified the plane for use in war in the Strategic Reserve. 
That plane suffered massive structural failure — a longer version 
of what happened to Flight UA811 over the Pacific a few months 
later en route from Auckland to San Francisco. 

There was no bomb — just a monumental cover-up to suit 
political will. And Libya was blackmailed into paying huge 
damages to greedy relatives.... No, the Yanks didn’t learn from 
Lockerbie, nor from 9/11..... The Voice of God is not heard in 
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America. “May God continue to bless America,” bleats Bush. Yes, 


with fires, storms....and far worse to come. 


39. The Wedding 


I'd gone to the Auckland Cathedral on 28" December to try to 
get a copy of the noteworthy Nine Lessons and Carols service sheet 
because of the significance of that service. I'd tried to go on a 
couple of occasions earlier in the week, but things had happened 
to prevent it — one linked to my old profession. I seemed I had 
to go on Saturday, because that was the date the Armageddon 
Clock was due to roll over. 

I found myself thinking of Dan Brown. In writing his novel, 
he seemed to me now to be akin to an actor in a wider story. That 
‘portals’ concept of a scene within a scene, was emphasised to me 
as I photographed a society wedding outside the old St. Mary’s 
Cathedral in Parnell on 27° December. Upon my arrival outside 
the cathedral, there was a bus length, white limousine. At first I 
wondered what on earth it was doing, this crass symbol of 
corporate America or working class hedonism in Britain. They had 
one on TV1’s Coronation St. on 23rd December for Jason’s stag 
night. Then, walking to the front of the thing, I saw the white 
ribbons. It was intended to be a wedding car. It did not exactly 
have the quiet elegance of a two-tone Silver Cloud Rolls Royce or 
a Phantom V. Brash and nasty, was all it shrieked, rather 
appropriate for the modern world. Was it taking the whole 
wedding party to the reception, I wondered? At that point, a green 
Link bus arrived at the adjacent bus stop outside the cathedral. 
“You've got about the same wheelbase,” I said to the waiting 
chauffeur. He agreed. “Is there a wedding in St. Mary’s?” I asked, 
noticing the open church door. He nodded. 
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I went in and saw the well-heeled assembled at the front of 
the church. A reading or Lesson was just finishing. Then came the 
sermon from a priest in robes of vermilion and gold — probably the 
Dean of the Cathedral. Must be well-connected people, I thought. 
I took a few photos of the photographer videoing the sermon. 
Then I went over into the main cathedral, the half breed. The 
1960s old half was old style Gothic minster and the new 1990s 
half monstrous a Maori whare.....designed to act as a performance 
venue. I remembered how [Pd been amongst the common herd 
outside when the Queen inaugurated the new cathedral on her 
visit in November 1995. Only important, well-connected people 
got in.... as ever — the good and the grate (sic) 


40. A Chance Conversation —by 
Design¢ 


But there were no service sheets around in the Cathedral entrance 
for the Nine Lessons and Carols service. Outside, I heard a 
commotion. The wedding party was milling around, many 
coming up to congratulate the bride. After photographing the 
photographers photographing the scenes again, I returned to the 
cathedral, only to see a man approaching with a face that was 
dimly familiar. The attire fooled me, as it was New Zealand 
holiday gear. I had only seen him as the choirmaster in deep red 
cassock and white surplice. I accosted him. 

“Aren’t you the choir master?” 

“Yes, I’m Peter de Blois 

“We met many years ago, when I sang tenor in various 
choirs. Are there any copies of the service sheet for the Nine 
Lessons and Carols around?” | asked. 

He glanced at the tale in the cathedral entrance. “Probably 
all been thrown out. Have you an email address? I'll send it”. I 
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wrote out my address and tore the page out of my notebook. To 
my surprise, he said suddenly “Pll do it now” and disappeared 
back into the cathedral. 

So, mission accomplished, I thought “How odd.” There was 
not another soul in the cathedral, other than a man snuffing out 
the candles in preparation for locking it up. How strange I should 
walk in at exactly the moment the man who had designed that 
Nine Lessons and Carols service was walking out. 

Was I meant to get the Nine Lessons and Carols from the 
horse’s mouth, as it were, from the designer of the service, as 
another symbol that I get the truth about Lockerbie from the 
Designer of Space and Time? 


41. A Scene Within A Scene Within A 
Scene 


After taking a few more photos of the Christmas trees placed 
beneath the organ — more like the original sannenbaum — with 
the Christmas lights extinguished, I emerged into the daylight to 
see the wedding party, all gathered together, dearly beloved style, 
for the photographers to immortalise the whole group. There were 
three photographers — two still and one video. So I photographed 
the scene of the photographers photographing..... To what 
extent are we all actors on a stage? 

But then I was reminded that I, too, was but part of an even 
larger picture. For as I walked backward, looking, remembering 
my Isle of Man experience of 1966 when I stepped back off the 
jetty while trying to get a photo, I saw one car parked in the 
cathedral grounds. I could hardly believe my eyes — BRIAN.... 
Brian! My name — but suddenly I realised it wasn’t intended as a 


reference to me. 
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42. Destiny at the Cathedral 


For a little earlier I had noticed the address of Holy Trinity 
Cathedral was 446 Parnell Road, Auckland. This was a reminder 
of another Life of Brian which had ended exactly a month earlier. 
Brian Horrell was the Air New Zealand pilot who died when the 
Air New Zealand Airbus hit the waters of the deep at 4.46 pm on 
27th November 2008. So the symbolism was there, the number 
plate and number connections, echoing back to the strange 
number plate coincidences just hours before Capt Horrell died. 
Now there was a curious repetition, outside the cathedral, a place 
I had spent many lunchtimes when Id worked across the road for 
a firm of consulting engineers in 1995. That had been very much 
part of my destiny, I could now see. It was design written large — 
and that Airbus disaster off Perpignan had destiny written all over 
it! So, outside the picture of the photographers photographing the 
wedding was the larger scene of the Perpignan air disaster and its 
relevance to the message of Christmas. And outside that picture 
was me, and outside that picture was God, the Source of 
Intelligence that chooses to guide me so precisely every day of my 


life. 


43. The Scientific Method and Greek 
Mythology 


And now it would seem that the real God has chosen to mark the 
beginning of Advent with the Air New Zealand air disaster and 
again, as with Lockerbie, through inspiration and orchestration, 
given the signs of His foreknowledge. The whole appears to be a 
code repeat of Lockerbie, as though it is specifically designed to 
satisfy the requirements of the science : 
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1. Make observation. Wonder why. 
2. Postulate theory 
3. Change variables and repeat experiment 


I observed Lockerbie and all the series of events surrounding 
it, both before and after. I postulated a theory. Then came the 
Code Repeat to emphasise a thousand fold over, that it was never 
chance, whatever the skeptics want to call it.... But I could not 
summon up that Code Repeat, any more than the Spiritualists 
can really summon up the spirits of the dead on a whim or a 
wallet. The Code Repeat did not come at the time of my 
choosing, although I was again given signs in advance, just as had 
happened twenty years earlier. No the Code repetitions came at 
the behest of Another, the Designer of the Great Experiment. 

But remember, that Airbus disaster was just a trailer for the 
big picture....as we used to call it in the days when steam engines 
ran on Britain’s railways, when people were not utterly self- 
obsessed and before all things Yank held sway. But what is the 
big picture? Will it be the ‘Dorset Disaster’.....judgement for 
America, or is it referring to the Judgement for all the earth, an 
asteroid impact? That is still a little way down the track, but was 
emphasised three times on Christmas morning. 

Is it all chance or is it destiny? Was I meant to find out about 
BRIAN parked as close as was possible to the sign proclaiming 
Holy Trinity Cathedral, 446 Parnell Road? Is it all another pun 
on The Life of Brian — all the mistakes in the whole Bethlehem 
story — as much a work of fiction as the Exodus of the Jews to the 
Promised Land, a story as mythical as the tales of any Greek 
heroes? 

Was that destiny theme not screamed in the Airbus disaster? 
It came on the anniversary of Air New Zealand’s Erebus disaster, 
when TE901 flew straight into Mt. Erebus during an Antarctic 
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sightseeing flight. But that whiteout was followed by a total 
whitewash by the airline and the power that be, to the chagrin on 
the judge whose job it was to report on the disaster, to establish 
the truth. Peter Mahon’s verdict was Air New Zealand had 
produced ‘an orchestrated litany of lies.....’ 

But my meaningful coincidences would seem to be part of 
an orchestrated litany of truths, orchestrated by the Creator so 
that man might finally understand the truth in his Latter Days 
upon the earth. 

After all who exactly was Erebus? He was a Greek god whose 
wife, Night produced three daughters, known as the Fates. They 
were the personification of human destiny. The first daughter, 
Clotho spun the thread of life, the second, Lachesis measured it 
and the third daughter, Atropus cut it. I was quite astonished to 
read this in Pears’ Encyclopedia as I have often spoken of the 
weaving of the threads of the webs of destiny. For a while I call 
the Webs of Destiny, the Diagrams of Truth, because that is what 
they are, but also in part, to draw the parallels to Dan Brown’s 
novel Angels and Demons. (11 55 52pm) 


Was it really nothing but blind chance? Or was it intended to 
make us think, those of us who still can? For there is another 
strange element in that disaster, to intrigue the enquiring mind. 
The Airbus was built by Airbus Industrie at Toulouse, only some 
170 kms from Perpignan. The French have a tendency to roll 
their ‘r’s so the word ‘Airbus’ comes out as ‘Airrebus’ . We 
realised that the very night of the disaster. It was shown to us, 
emphasised in fact when TV3 had to go to a local French woman 
reporter. Thank God TV3 Europe Correspondent, hadn’t yet 
managed to get there, otherwise we would never have made that 
vital link. 


So Airrebus is another homophone, which brings us back to 
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symbolism — for Erebus — Father of the Fates The signs earlier 
that week — death of Arthur, CUE557, outside the little country 
church, Brian, pilot, Howick. Was it not all intended to be the 
final proof that everything I have written about and said for 
twenty years is correct? 

Those weeks of Advent confirmed the validity of our 
methods, of our experience of communication from the spirits of 
the dead, the authentication of the truth of such communication 
from the spirits of the dead and also how the church prefers to 
hide the truth and instead tries to flog comfort; it is so much 
better for getting bums on seats! After all, selling salvation is not 
very different from selling soap powder. 


44. The Great and Terrible Day of the 
Lord 


The other major End Times Code is that of the Apocalypse — 
Code 229. On 29" December 2008, 12.29.8, as the Yanks write 
it, the same theme was repeated over the day. The first message 
was ‘thief in the night’....the second, ‘the elements shall melt 
with fervent heat....’ 

Are they really just silly random chance events, to be laughed 
at over a latte and forgotten? Or were they very meaningful 
coincidences indeed? Were they meant to link 12:29.8, Code 
2298, with 2 Peter 3,10? The Day of the Lord shall come as a thief 
in the night and the elements shall melt with fervent heat. 

Look at John Martin’s paintings — his Judgement triptych. 
He painted first The Great Day of His Wrath, a brilliant 
description of an asteroid impact on the earth, dating from 1851, 
long before such events were imagined and then he painted his 
interpretation of The Last Judgement. Finally, he painted The 
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Plains of Heaven. That last painting may not be relevant to many, 
if what I see of the world is anything to go by. Everywhere there 
is either corruption, incompetence, laziness or carelessness. 
There is little but a focus on, self, with its concomitant greed, 
and lusts for power, sex and wealth. Security would be nice too. 

And in the Cathedral that afternoon of 27th December, I 
followed up a link to John Martin’s brother Jonathan Martin, 
and another fire connection. The man who held the key for my 
quest in this instance turned out to be another Brian, the owner 
of the car with the BRI4N number plate. 

My coincidences around the Airrebus disaster were 
published in the weekly paper NZ Truth on 11" December. It is 
not a publication I would have chosen, apart from its title. 
However I was led to it. And its advertising content is just one of 
the reasons why THE END IS NIGH ~ as the sandwich boards 
used to say, as the mileage on my car emphasised, just after I 
bought a copy of that particular edition of the Truth - 228507 
km. 

Code 228 derives from the Dewey Decimal library book 
coding system — Code 228 is for books on the Apocalypse of St. 
John the Divine and his visions of the End of the World. Code 
507 means World’s End. That Code appeared in my life, put 
there by the Designer long before I had the faintest inkling of its 
significance, in July 1985. I was given a company flat at 507A 
King’s Road, Chelsea. It’s the wrong part —-SW10, not SW3. The 
area is known as world’s End.... The number of the World’s End 
pub is 459 King’s Road. 458 is 2x229.5. The Koestler 
Foundation used to be directly opposite, at 484 King’s road. 
Koestler was fascinated by meaningful coincidences and wrote 
The Roots of Coincidence, as well as a major section in a book 
written jointly with Alister Hardy, The Challenge of Chance. 
Sadly, those who administered Arthur Koestler’s bequest had no 
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such interests. They established a chair in ‘parapsychology’ at 
Edinburgh. Alister Hardy founded the Religious Experience 
Research Unit at Oxford, for the scientific study of religious 
experience. His will established a chair at Oxford. Both chairs 
were awarded to psychologists who seem to have a vested interest 
in ‘proving’ that there is ‘nothing there.’ To them, the highest 
form of intelligence is man. My research suggests that they are 
gravely in error. 

Again, remarks about the corruption of universities by 
market forces, thanks to the likes of the Vice Chancellor of 
Auckland, now vice Chancellor of Oxford, John Hood. 


45. The Significance of Coincidence 
Lectures 


Ironically, it had been Dr Hood who had arranged for me to give 
a series of lectures at the University of Auckland, Continuing 
Education Department in 1999. But that was before he was 
elevated to the Heights of the Vice-Chancelry, when he was just 
a hidden power behind the scenes, very much the New Zealand 
way. My course of lecture entitled The Significance of Coincidence, 
was permeated with strange links and very meaningful 
coincidences. One of my students was a priestess who was later 
to figure prominently in our choir experiences in 2002. Another 
student told me how, when washing up one day at the sink, she 
had this terrible vision. They were intending to pay for their son 
to go on an Antarctic sightseeing trip as a reward for his exams. 
But this vision of a plane crash caused a sudden change of heart. 
She had to say No. Shortly afterwards, TE901 crashed into Mt. 
Erebus...... Another of the women on the course was Spanish, 
not a common nationality in New Zealand. 
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The threads are so complex, so precise, so elaborate, so 
intricate. We now have sixteen books at various stages of 
completion. The evidence comes in too fast, but no one cares, 
anyway. Not a single person has bothered to take this research 
seriously in twenty years. But the events of the last five weeks 
have proved beyond any shadow of doubt that I am correct, 
whatever either the cognoscenti or the illiterati choose to say or 
do. 

I began writing a short paper about the Airrebus disaster on 
Advent Sunday. That first draft was edited to eighteen sections. 
But so much has happened since, over the four weeks of Advent 
and then over Christmas. It now stands at 136 sections and every 
single section has strange coincidences, symbolic messages, 
elaborating the true message of Christmas in these End Times. 

2.16.58....16.59 30° December 2008. 
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a 


OTHER CHRISTMAS MESSAGES 


46. The Christmas of Mammon 


Another Christmas is past. 2008 has but two days remaining. 
And once again the Christmas season has illustrated the hypocrisy 
of man’s so-called great religions, the ones with a supposed 
common core — Judaism, Christianity and Islam. 

Advent began with the assault on luxury hotels in Bombay 
by fanatical Muslims. Not that the people who frequent such 
establishments don’t deserve to have their lives shaken up — but 
it was not God’s way. His ways tend to be rather more subtle. 

Then, through Advent, the Christian world was bombarded 
by the new gospel, in desperation — ‘Buy now, consume, lest we 
be consumed’ was the desperate tone of the retailers. The January 
sales over the last decade have been brought forward to Boxing 
Day sales as the Feast of St. Stephen as a public holiday has been 
destroyed. Days when people are not free to commune with their 
god of consumption have been gradually whittled away in the 
calendar. In New Zealand, only three and a half days are now off 
limits to the real faithful — Good Friday, Easter Sunday, 
Christmas Day and Anzac Day morning. 

By Christmas Eve, the advertisements were screaming 
“Christmas is nearly over, forgetting that the supposed heart of it 
had not even begun and reminding everyone that Boxing Day 
was THE big chance to spend big and save heaps... Of course, 
they had to get in on Christmas Eve. Out of supposed reverence, 
the TV companies in New Zealand are not allowed to show 
adverts on Christmas Day, or the other two and a half sacred 
days. 

However, as with all commercial organisations, they stick 
with the letter of the law, but drive a horse and cart through the 
spirit of it. There are just as many commercial breaks as ever. It 
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would not do for consumers to get used to the luxury of crap-free 
programmes, to the extent that the programmes themselves are 
not utter crap, that is..... On the advertisement free Christmas 
Day, every advertising break consisted solely of the TV 
companies promoting their own tedious wares, over and over and 
over again, what exciting festive fare was to com...ad nauseam. 
It’s advertising. As ever, big boys run circles around the law. 
Some clever, greedy lawyer can always find a loophole for clients 
with deep pockets. 

But this year, the Boxing Day sales were brought forward so 
that shoppers, high on need, could ecstatically buy all the 
bargains with 20% off, even 30%, 50%, 70% off — all the things 
they didn’t really need at all...... And the worshippers heeded 
the call to holy communion. The car parks were full at the 
shopping malls as the faithful communed with their god, 
emptying their wallets, draining their credit cards in offerings to 
the one most high. 


47. The Christmas of Jehovah 


Boxing Day was hardly over when the next instalment of the 
Christian Message was heard. The choirs had all been telling of 
the wise men led by the star, the shepherds in the fields abiding, 
the virgin having her baby in the stable in the peace of the 
Bethlehem night....... And, of course, there was the Coventry 
Carol. 

On 27" December came the reality of the peace of the Holy 
Land two thousand years on, the sign of the abject failure of the 
last Son of God. Think about the carol, written by Edmund H 
Sears in 1849 : 
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It came upon the midnight clear, 
That glorious song of old, 

From angels bending near the earth, 
To touch their harps of gold..... 


Peace on the earth 

Good will to man 

From Heaven's all gracious king 
The world in solemn stillness lay 
To hear the angels sing 


Still through the cloven skies they com 
With peaceful wings unfurled 

And still the heavenly music floats 
Over all the weary world 


Yet with the woes of sin and strife 
The world has suffered long 
Beneath the angels’ train has rolled 
Two thousand years of wrong 


But man at war with man hears not 
the love song which they bring 

Oh hush your noise ye men of strife 
And hear the angels sing 


Above its sad and lonely plains 
They bend on hovering wing 
And ever over its Babel sounds 


The blessed angels sing 


But such a message was certainly not heard by the self- 
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proclaimed “Chosen People’ of Jehovah. Over the next sixty 
hours, they caused more deaths in the Holy Land conflict than 
in the previous forty years combined. It was a time chosen with 
characteristically ruthless efficiency. It was in the dying days of 
the Bush administration. The new Obama administration might 
not be such a lap dog for the Jewish lobby in Washington, but 
the signs are good, it turns out, from the silence of Obama since. 
And it enabled the less warlike Israelis to appear tough, like that 
true descendent of the murderous Irgun thugs, Benjamin 
Netanyahu. That should set ‘the Doves’ up well for the February 
2009 Israeli elections. Hundreds had to die for political slogans 
as empty as Blair and his ‘tough on crime, tough on the causes of 
crime’, which is why Britain is now the knife murder capital of 
the world. 

And to cap it all, the West was on holiday, politicians 
everywhere enjoying the Christian festivities, whatever their 
religious allegiance or lack of it. There would be little said by 
politicians round the world and the UN, as ever, would be knee- 
capped by the Americans, their foreign policy, as ever, being the 
American dog wagged by the Jewish tail. And it had the horror 
of a strike at the holiest time of the Christian year, a strike at their 
ancient enemies, with their false Messiah and also at the later false 
religion that still revered Christ as a prophet. Yes, everything 
fitted perfectly. But God knew what was to come. It was just the 
next stage in the code repeats, in proving that we live in the End 
Times. The born-again Christian awaits the return of the 
Saviour, the Rapture and the final battle between good and evil, 
Armageddon, a Greek derivation from the Hebrew town of 
Megiddo in the heart of Israel. But the new Codes, the latest 
update from the source suggest those expectations are doomed to 
disappointment. There is no Saviour and it is Israel which is at 
the heart of Armageddon. 
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Oh yes, they ‘had to do it’. You could see the crocodile tears. 
They could not allow rockets to ‘rain down on their defenceless 
civilians’. These inaccurate rockets had killed fourteen Israelis in 
seven months. But now the typical Jewish ‘ten eyes for an eye’ 
fashion had escalated, as in Lebanon in 2006, to a hundred eyes 
for an eye. They had the power, thanks to the Yanks. They hadn’t 
even had to pay for it — a free gift from Uncle Samuel. Why not 
use it and teach these modern day Midianites a lesson they would 
never forget? Now the Israeli air strikes had killed 307 
Palestinians in sixty hours. Who but a blind zealot would call that 
a proportionate response? “Only Hamas militants and policemen 
were killed”, so that was OK. What would be the response if 
Muslim extremists bombed Scotland Yard or the police passing- 
out ceremony at Hendon? Would it be “That’s OK” — after all, 
they are just an arm of the government, instruments of terror? 

The Israelis can go for mass overkill only thanks to the power 
of the American Jewish lobby which has ensured that ruthless 
men and women have the power to wreak unimaginable havoc 
and destruction for their own precious security. It is the same 
concept that has rendered Iraq and Afghanistan total war zones 
for seven years. The problem is that the Israelis are even more 
ruthless than the Americans — even less bothered by scruples. 
There are now so many people in the world who hate America. 
Better fight them in Afghanistan, Iraq or by proxy in Lebanon or 
Palestine than in the homeland of the ‘brave and the free’. But 
for everyone who hated Yanks pre-2001, there are now a 
thousand who hate Yanks. Where does that leave their security 
for the future? The Arabs, like the Jews, have long memories. 


A8. Lessons Not Learned 


Unfortunately, the Yanks didn’t learn from 9/11. They turned it 
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into an exercise in rabid nationalism. They didn’t ask what 
caused 9/11. They just had to get revenge on somebody. 
Afghanistan was handy. Iraq was even better, especially with the 
oil bonus. It was, in large measure, because of American 
unwavering and undivided loyalty to Israel and their 
determination that Israel should have all of the Holy Land. There 
was a stark warning in the loss of the Shuttle Columbia just before 
the madman launched his invasion of Iraq. 

And as if to emphasise the connection, which they didn’t 
even begin to comprehend, NASA has just published a final 
report on the loss of the space shuttle Columbia. That item 
appeared on the Prime TV news in New Zealand on New Year’s 
Day, 2009. Perhaps it was an omen for things to come, a 
reminder of a lesson the Americans failed to grasp, written in the 
skies of his home state, just before Bush launched his invasion of 
Iraq. But for all the minutiae of what happened, the broader 
message of why that one has eluded them all. Foam had bounced 
off in dozens of launches. Why was this one with the hero of the 
Jewish state on board? And why did the fragments rain down just 
beside the town of Palestine on the Trinity River? It was meant 
to be a warning from God, but as ever, American Intelligence 
proved to be an oxymoron. 

But perhaps Bush wasn’t mad, just the Devil’s disciple, 
doing the Lord’s work — just which Lord was it.....? But Bush 
and the rest of the bunch of hawks“ failed to see the signs above 


“4 Again a Code Repeat — on first reason of synchronous interaction when the 
article was first written 30/12. Coffee time. Jenny had just got up, in pain. 
“Do you want some coffee?” she asked. A few minutes later, she called out 
“It’s 5.57.” Pd just written the word ‘hawks’... I went and photographed this 
page at 557 and it changed to 5.58. The photo was burned out although all 
the settings were correct. This camera has never been as good as the earlier 
two. Synchronous con...... confirmation of my interpretation of the purpose 
of the Columbia shuttle disaster and of its relevance to now. 
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them in the clear blue skies of Texas that the Shuttle carried the 
first Israeli astronaut, a fighter pilot of the type now bravely 
bombing Gaza back to the Stone Age.... The message of 
Columbia was ‘Carrying the Israeli passenger will cause America 
to pay a far higher price.’ And that will come now, in the time of 
Obama. The signs were made clear on 30" December - The 
Accident(?) 

So now it seems that ‘Accident’, long prophesied in the new 
hieroglyphs, the Coincidence Codes, must come. The Chicksands 
prophecy came in two parts — Part 1 on 11" September 1992 and 
Part 2 on 14” September. Part 1 was fulfilled with 9/11. Part 2 is 
9/14. The code name is ‘meltdown’. And Part I of meltdown came 
in 2008 to mark the 7® anniversary of 9/11, incidentally 2557 
days). The American financial system collapsed. Only the 
intervention of the government, in true Socialist manner — more 
Yank hypocrisy from the home of free enterprise, prevented the 
total collapse of ‘freedom’, the much vaunted free market model 
for which the rest of the world has paid such a high price. 

Perhaps it is fitting that individual Americans are having to 
pay part of the price now for the system which enabled the rich 
of their homeland to enslave the people of so many other 
countries. 

But that is only the symbolic meltdown. The real meltdown 
is still to come — the ‘Dorset Disaster’ at an American nuclear 
power station. The Codes keep reinforcing that theme. 
Sometimes the signs are in the sky, like this morning with a 
threatening, dull orange glow which came with the rain and the 
dawn. Will it be another element — that same hymn, the Angels 
singing — Los Angeles....? 

But it will not be terrorism, just the fruits of capitalism — 
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corruption, cost cutting, laziness, stupidity, greed...... 
Remember Kipling’s Secret of the Machines: 


We can sew and weave and dive...., 


But for his writing it in 1925, he might have said: 
We can harness the very power of the atom 
To serve your every selfish whim 


However, he did say: 

But remember please the law by which we live 
We cannot comprehend a lie 

We can neither love nor pity nor forgive 
Ifyou make a slip in handling us 

You die. 


The 1941 Manhattan Project made those words prophetic 
indeed. 


AY. Precursors in Advent 


This Advent season had brought powerful proof of my theories 
concerning the way the real God chooses to communicate with 
mankind — and by God, I mean neither Jesus no Jehovah. I mean 
the real God who has inspired many men over at least ten 
millennia. 

On the penultimate working day before Advent, an Air New 
Zealand Airbus crashed into the sea off the French coast near 
Perpignan, close to the border with Spain. It was on a test flight. 
That disaster was, in essence, a Code repeat for the Lockerbie air 
disaster. The purpose of that crash was to reinforce that our 
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Lockerbie experiences were definitely not chance, whatever the 
skeptics may prefer to claim. Prior to Lockerbie, the number 557 
had been emphasised to us on several occasions. Lockerbie is 
55°7’N. One of these prior occurrences of that 557 Code was on 
a Montego estate car chassis number, which was 7AM396557. 
The plane that crashed was N739PA, the airline Pan AM. It 
crashed at 7.3 pm, because the American Navy shot down Iran 
Air Flight 655, a civil airliner, an Iran Airbus, on 7.3.88. 

On 27" November 2008, here in New Zealand, the number 
557 was emphasised to me twice — on the second occasion as a 
plunging graph. Eighteen hours later, the Air New Zealand plane 
climbed steeply, then plunged into the sea, just like the share 
price in the graph. And there were other prophetic jigsaw pieces 
that day giving the elements, emergency, Howick, pilot, 
Germany, dice. And earlier that week, the Codes had emphasised 
‘death of Arthur’ and Spain. 

Pd run out of notebook at this point so I went to get a sheaf 
of A4 sheets, folding them in half lengthways, stapling them and 
then cutting to A5 them on the guillotine. It was coffee time, I 
felt — plastic coffee, I call it — dandelion. So, having made the cut, 
I went to the kitchen and immediately my eye fell upon the 
cooker clock. It was 5.07 — the Code for World’s End. I dashed 
for my camera and photographed it as 5.07 changed to 5.08. I'd 
been leading up in this story of the Air New Zealand disaster to 
its role in the End Times sequences..... 

Suddenly I remembered the important link — why it is 5.07 
changing to 5.08. The time on my watch was 11.27.00 at 5.07. 
It was half way through changing to 5.08 at 11.27.11..... 507 
was also one of the Codes for the Twin Towers disaster, 508 the 
Code for the Shuttle Challenger. You can read why in my book, 
The Diagrams of Truth. 

The Airbus crashed off Perpignan on 27" November at 4.46 
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pm. Back home in New Zealand the time was 4.46 am on 28" 
November, the anniversary of the blackest day in the history of 
Air New Zealand. On 28" November 1979, an Air New Zealand 
DC10, on a sightseeing tour to Antarctica, flew straight into 
Antarctica’s highest mountain, Mt. Erebus. But that was not the 
worst part of it. The worst part of it was the attempt by Air New 
Zealand to hide the truth and shift blame for the disaster from 
the airline to the pilot, Captain Collins. November 28" was the 
worst possible day in the calendar for the next air disaster. Was it 
destiny, a sign to make us wonder, perhaps? 

And the destiny links just multiplied. And as I have written 
this, has come the synchronous meaningful coincidences — the 
holograms in time to authenticate my words, a meaningful 
coincidence orchestrated by a Mind that interacts with my mind, 
that inspires me, just as it has done so many other men before 
me. I choose to call that Mind ‘God’ because I have such 
powerful scientific evidence of a Source of Intelligence and 
knowledge which exists outside our confines of space and time. 
The Source clearly knows the future in detail and, on occasion, 
chooses to give certain elements in advance. God is the only 
theory that fits with all the available data and I have nigh on a 
quarter of a century of such data. 

But that God is not the ‘Jesus who saves’. That message is 
crystal clear. Nor is God the partisan Jehovah, allowing 
Israelis/Jews/Hebrews to slaughter at his supposed will, Old 
Testament style. Look at Numbers 31 for an example of what 
this ‘God’ considers just. “Have you not killed all the women?” 
asked the self-righteous Moses — these women had led astray the 
sacred child of Israel. “Go and kill all the women and the boys, 
but you can keep the virgins for yourselves.” (Numbers 31, 18) 
Does that sound like God, or an evil man, or a man obeying the 
behests of an evil lord? But will find those words in the “Good 
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Book’. How many virgins they all got, how many cattle, from the 
slaughter of the Midianites. And as might be expected, the priests 
got their percentage cut too — virgins and cattle.... All the 
Hebrew terrorists get a virgin in this world. It seems that the 
Moslem terrorists have to take it on trust for the next. 


50. Links Through Space and Time 


As I was saying earlier, before I ran out of notebook, the Codes 
that week conveyed the elements Brian, Howick, Pilot, link to 
9/11, Germany, dice, death of Arthur, Spain, Lockerbie, little 
country church, cockpit... 

The Air New Zealand pilot on board that doomed Airbus 
was Brian Arthur Horrell from Howick. The plane crash was off 
Perpignan which has, through the centuries gone back and forth 
between Spain and France, just as had Berwick between England 
and Scotland. And Berwick had been our home town for two 
years until we moved into the Scottish Borders hills exactly five 
months before Pan Am 103 came down in those same Borders 
hills. 

On 12" December, the spirit of the Air New Zealand pilot 
came to me. He had not been flying the plane, of course, but that 
doesn’t matter. Two Germans were at the controls and, in typical 
PC Teutonic manner, XL Airways are refusing to release the 
details of the XL crew who died, for privacy reasons. 

And was this airbus disaster not another prize example of 
Kipling’s poem — [f you make a slip in handling us, You die. | first 
came across that poem in a book about another DC10 air 
disaster, that of the Turkish Airline DC10 outside Paris in 1973. 
Part of that poem was on the frontispiece of the book. 

The signs all around me over these weeks of Advent have re- 
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emphasised software error, computer malfunction. A report in 
the NZ Herald on 28" December, taken from an item in the 
Washington Post, suggested that this is what airlines fear. It is the 
third such ‘incident’. The last was on a Qantas A330 which was 
high enough to survive when the flight control computer caused 
a sudden rapid steep descent of 200 metres. 

But the Air New Zealand A320 was not high enough up. 
When it dived, it went like an arrow into the ocean, shattered 
into thousands of fragments. The signs on the afternoon before I 
learned of the Airbus loss were centred around a large 
weighbridge, with its symbolic link to the Great Balance and 
hence the Last Judgement. 
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THE FULL PICTURE EMERGES 


51. Code Cracker Crosswords 


It was only after the Air New Zealand Airbus crash that I began 
to buy the Dominion Post. It's a Wellington-based paper, in 
contrast to the Herald, which is published in Auckland. New 
Zealand has no national newspapers. The Dominion Post is only 
available in a couple of local supermarkets, Countdown and 
Woolworths supermarkets. 

I was trying to see if any alternative facts about the Airbus 
disaster had emerged via a different newspaper group — Fairfax as 
opposed to O’Reilly’s APN News & Media. 

I didn’t buy the Dominion Post every day as the NZ Herald 
is delivered to us daily. But around 15" December, I noticed, on 
glancing at the puzzle page opposite the TV guide, that the 
Simon Shuker Code Cracker Crossword was number 3550. Soon 
it would be 3557. The Simon Shuker Code Cracker Crosswords 
in the NZ Herald had been significant at certain times in the past, 
but in a much earlier series, as had the Word Wall and the Word 
Wheel, but not for quite some while now. The NZ Herald has 
reorganised the paper, probably as an economy measure, 
eliminating the World Section in which the puzzle page used to 
appear. It was now lost at the back of the Business News section, 
in the Sport, a section I never look at. 

So the crosswords and puzzles which Jenny sometimes did 
in the bath had fallen by the wayside. Jenny had gone back to 
reading books. Idly, I calculated when Puzzle 3557 would appear. 
It turned out to be 23" December. “Good Lord!” was my 
reaction. ....23"' December had been the date in 1988 when all 
the British papers had carried enormous spreads of the Lockerbie 
air disaster. It had also been the day that the Hawick News 
(Hawick, Roxburghshire — not Howick, Auckland) published 
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edition 5570, not that that local paper mentioned the local 
disaster. It had gone to press too early. The disaster news was 
carried in Edition 5571, rather appropriate, for now I see it as 
linking the three Enigmas. 

But the Dominion Post Crossword Code message was not 
just alluding to the past, it was also pointing to the future. For 
on that first ever photograph I took of the map book showing 
Lockerbie at 55°7’N, there is another 557. Los Alamos is located 
35°57N 

On Saturday, 27 December, before going to Auckland 
Cathedral, I’d bought the weekend edition of the Dominion Post 
at Woolworths. There was no paper on Christmas Day but even 
on Boxing Day, Woolworths was closed and Countdown had no 
copies of the Dominion Post when I went to buy the edition with 
the 3559 puzzle. Presumably none had come up from 
Wellington. An edition had been published though, as the 
edition of 27" December carried Code Cracker 3560. But it 
really was a code cracker edition, because the front page carried a 
story which had not appeared in the NZ Herald at all. 

Upon the Feast of Stephen, there had been a full scale 
emergency at Wellington Airport. An ATR? 7200/500? had been 
forced to land when its left engine had suddenly gone bang and 
stopped. The plane landed safely but the passengers were 
unnerved. Those planes don’t exactly convey security — small 
pencils that dart through the air with one or two seats either side 
of the narrow aisle. A second engine fail was incredibly unlikely, 
but now there was no safety margin. So, back it came for a full 
emergency landing. 

After God’s little joke about gambling, I bought a ticket and 
we still didn’t win anything. Was gambling somehow connected 
to that aircraft emergency somehow — especially as it had 
happened on 26" December 12.26.08....and 226 is the Code for 
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Ra, Akhenaten’s name for God? What is more, the Apocalypse 
sequence proper began on that very day in 2004, with the 
Sumatra Tidal Wave which took, according to one estimate, 
229,361 people to their deaths. 12.09.29 Was the gambling 
coincidence an oblique reference to people gambling on my 
experiences all being chance? But I had other things to thing 
about. I needed the service sheet for the night the organ failed to 
thunder, 21 December, so I set off for Holy Trinity Cathedral 
in central Auckland. 
09/02/2009 22:06:34 


52. D-Day Revisited or is it J-Day 


End with Hymn All thy inmost thoughts surveys. The real God 
knows what the Israelis have really done, just as He knew before 
what they were going to do. Hence the invasion codes. For the 
great day thyself prepare. 

Are these murderous soldiers atheist Jews, apparently a 
common variety in New York, not to mention NZ’s PM. Or do 
they believe they are latter-day children of Moses going forth to 
slaughter the women and children of the Midianites Numbers 
31,13. 

Or would you believe the Palestinian child who has seen 
terror in the face, his father and sister murdered, or cold snakes, 
like this who lie to cover it all up, for a higher good of course? 
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AN EPIPHANY ON THE BUSES 


53. The Atheist Bus Campaign 


Comedy writer, Ariane Sherine, set the ball rolling when she saw 
a Christian site advertised on a London bus, looked up the 
website and got angry — or was it scared? As a non-Christian, 
indeed a non-believer in anything but herself or ‘people’, for what 
they are worth, the highest gods in the atheist pantheon, the 
website predicted her future to be in hell. 

So, singularly irritated, she wrote an article which was 
published in a left-wing anti-religious British daily, The 
Guardian. on 21* October. She asked for donations to counter 
the religious messages. Christians collect money in churches, but 
Atheists don’t meet at all. So she had her collection through the 
Guardian. And the money rolled in so fast they could hardly 
count it - £80,000 in two days. Now they could expand their 
vision from a few buses to dozens, nay hundreds. Dawkins, the 
high priest of atheism, determined to get the Atheist Bus 
Campaign off the ground, had offered to match all donations — 
up to a maximum of £5000 — wisely at least in that, it turned out. 

So, their advertising campaign began on 800 buses, not just 
in London, but all around Britain, on 6" January 2009. Was it 
just chance that it was the Christian feast of the Epiphany, the 
coming of the Three Wise Men to Bethlehem? Or was it another 
of God’s little jokes that you won’t even find three wise men 
amongst the Atheists? 

The news appeared in NZH on 8" January, 20" anniversary 
of Kegworth. Code 559. But it seemed that God had already 


beaten them to it with his own signs on buses. 


54. The Red No. 11 in Chelsea 


In stark contrast to Richard Dawkins’ propaganda, it was a sign 
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on a London bus in Chelsea which showed me that there almost 
certainly is a God. There is certainly a Designer. His designs are 
very precise and very complex. The sign and its location gave a 
message about the times in which we now live — the End Times, 
some seven years after for a short while I had called that area 
‘home’. But it was a message in Code, a number code combined 
with words. You had to have learned to read to be able to 
understand it. That photo was taken in 1992/3. That message 
was on just one of London Transport’s huge fleet of 
Routemasters, all of which have now gone the way of the Dodo, 
to be replaced by those swish things of today and the dreadful 
bendy-buses. 

Now, 16 years later, a crude message by men saying “There 
probably isn’t a God’ appears on 200 London buses, both the 
new Atlanteans and bendy-buses on 6" January 2009. It was the 
Feast of the Epiphany, when Christians remember the coming of 
the three wise men who had followed the sign in the sky. But the 
truth is that the Wisemen of today really haven’t got a clue. 
That’s why they use the word ‘probably’. And despite all their 
clever science, they are no nearer finding out the truth than were 
the Neanderthals, 100,000 years ago. 

That message represents the conclusions of four hundred 
years of scientific research. Great scientists such as Galileo, 
Kepler, Newton and Einstein were convinced that there was a 
God. They recognised the limitation of scientific knowledge. 
Such limitations are not recognised today. 

Science, to both the cognoscenti and the illiterati, is all- 
conquering. Science has provided everything that makes life 
worthwhile — HDTV, T3G cellphones, MP3 players, cars, 
planes, space shuttles and satellites, internet pornography, 
electronic banking, electronic stock exchanges and Google 
Batth iiss test tube babies — so its fertility and abortion on 
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demand. And of course, it has also given us nuclear weaponry, 
smart bombs and ‘smart’ missiles so that unsmart people can use 
them with impunity on innocent people — for a ‘Higher 
good’....’Freedom’. What a con! It’s the politician’s equivalent of 
the priest’s ‘love’ — easy, empty words..... 

But, hey, this is the civilisation that scientists in their 
wisdom have brought us. Cranmer’s opening words in his preface 
to the first English prayer book of 1549 as a relevant to science 
today as to the services of his church, then and certainly since. 
His words were: There is nothing so certainly devised by man 
that in the fullness time will not be corrupted. 

Science has made lives heaven for the fortunate, especially 
for the rich, but hell for too many of the poor, especially those 
who live in the ‘wrong countries’. It has been very much a mixed 
blessing. But in one area, science has failed abysmally. Science has 
failed to answer the only question that really matters — the big 
‘Why?’ That question is “Why are we here?’ and the associated 
questions which follow, ‘Are we alone?’ ‘Is there a God?” 

Why is it that man, from the earliest times, has believed in 
one or many Higher Beings? Was it a need within fearful, 
inadequate men to postulate “Something outside’ to blame for 
misfortunes, cataclysmic events, events in nature, something to 
thank for good fortune, to make offerings to for a change in 
fortune, etc? 

Is ‘God’ indeed a creation of man to fill some psychological 
need, as the Dawkins, Wisemans, Atkins and Hawkins of this 
world would probably claim. 

Or is the idea of God, which has persisted in men for as long 
as man has been on this earth, a reaction to a reality that does 
interconnect with men in subtle ways, on the basis of need — not 
want — on the part of man? 
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55. The Red No. 83 Bus at Wembley 


Come to think of it, there was another sign on another London 
bus, right at the beginning, on the very day I met Jenny. 

It was one day in Bournemouth, where I had gone with a 
friend to look at a painting in the Russell Coats Museum, The 
Two Holy Mothers by Edwin Long. The painting juxtaposes the 
Egyptian myth of the goddess Isis with her infant son, Horus, 
with the myth of the ‘flight into Egypt’ by Joseph, Mary and the 
baby Jesus. 

On our way back from the art gallery we called in a paper 
shop in Lansdowne Road where I bought a paper. My friend 
picked up a magazine, Prediction. On flicking through it, she 
found an advertisement for Egyptian papyrus paintings. I was 
particularly interested in Ancient Egypt at the time. So, following 
up the advert, I went to the gallery in Hampton Court. I bought 
a couple of paintings. Manfred, the man on the adjacent display 
area in the Hampton Court Revivals gallery told me that the 
owner of the business was away doing an exhibition at Wembley. 
9.14.12. I bought a matching pair of paintings from the tomb of 
Queen Nefertari, one showing her with Horus and one with Isis. 

I remembered seeing signs for the exhibition at Wembley all 
over the Underground. It was a Swimming Pool Exhibition. So 
why had Jenny gone there to try and sell papyrus paintings - the 
posers for the exhibition had a Tutankhamun mask with 
sunglasses on! So seeing these signs one day, and seeing it as a 
useful connection to reach a wider audience, Jenny had made 
enquiries about the exhibition and had taken a last minute, 
‘cheap’ stand. (22.91 years before the godless bus and tube 
adverts appeared) 

So, on 18" February I went over on bus and tube from 


World’s end to Wembley. 
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Coming out of Wembley Station, and on the way to the 
Exhibition Centre, I noticed a travel agent and went in an asked 
for a brochure on Egypt. I read it over a quick lunch in 
McDonalds. 

And then I went into the exhibition centre, looking for 
Jenny. Without much difficulty, I did find her, and, in time, she 
did prove to be ‘the One’. But before that, she showed me why 
she was ‘the One’. Some four months after we met, one day in 
my Chelsea flat beside Albert Bridge, SW3, she went into a trance 
and it was not her voice that came forth out of her body. It was 
the voice of the spirit of a woman from over three millennia back 
in the mists of time. 

It was the spirit of the woman who once knew the man 
behind the death mask. She was the wife of Tutankhamun. Over 
a few weeks, her spirit told me the true story of her life and of her 
husband, the wimp that she married. But more importantly, she 
told me of her father, the ‘heretic pharaoh’, the man whom the 
Priests of Amun had tried to erase from the pages of history. 

But nothing can be erased from the Mind of God. I know 
now for certain that she was sent by God, whom she and her 
father knew as Ra, so that we might understand that there really 
was life after death, and that Christ was not unique in human 
history. An entirely equivalent figure had been sent by God, to 
warn, 1300 years before. But he had been even less successful 
than the one who was to follow. 

What was the trigger for my meeting Jenny? Was it my 
friend finding that magazine, Prediction, the 50™ Anniversary 
edition. But why were we in Bournemouth at all? We had gone 
specifically to see the painting that linked Christ with Egypt. 

The links are deeper than anyone realises. And to cap it all, 
between my writing the two halves of this piece, I watched Praise 
Be. 

11" January 2009 
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PART 9 


a 


NO EVIDENCE AT ALL (THE THREE 
WISE MEN) 


56. There is No Evidence at alll... 


Hard to follow, is it? It requires effort, but it’s worth it. However 
much effort you made, it would still only be a microscopic 
proportion of the effort we have had to put into this research over 
the past quarter of a century. Richard Dawkins in an interview in 
Time magazine, in November 2006, suggested that the question 
of whether God exists is a legitimate question for Science. He 
went on to add that his answer was “No”. But where was his 
evidence? He has no primary research data whatsoever. Absence of 
evidence is not evidence of absence...Dawkins’ protégé, Ariana 
Sherine, states, from the depths of her journalistic wisdom, that 
‘there is no scientific evidence for God at all’. Presumably she got 
that ‘fact’ from her mentor. 

I beg to differ from this statement of supposed scientific fact. 
There is evidence. We have produced over twenty books, 
detailing just part of the evidence. There is a prima facie case for 
the existence of God. On the balance of probability, it is the only 
logical conclusion. Isn’t it funny how now everything seems to 
be focussed on balances... ?? Our books are based on a very large 
number of experiences, supported by thousands of photographs, 
and an extensive collection of research notes and other 
documents. 

All of this primary evidence serves to demonstrate a coherence 
of design, spanning space and time with a precision which we can 
barely begin to comprehend. Chance is a pathetically feeble and 
totally inadequate alternative explanation, but it is the only one 
which the skeptics have. No, God must exist. There is no other 
explanation which can account for the complexity of our highly 
specific experiences over a quarter of a century. Remember also the 
experiences of thousands and thousands of other men and women 
who have been aware of ‘something’ outside themselves, 
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experienced uncanny coincidences, or had spontaneous visions, 
messages or feelings from or about dead friends or relatives. These 
experiences are part of the richness of human existence over at least 
the last five millennia, a richness the skeptics would deny. For 
them, there is only fraud or illusion. The skeptics dismiss all such 
experiences, which some might describe as religious, in one word 
— anecdotal. It is used quite pejoratively, with intended overtones 
of ‘untrustworthy’, ‘unreliable’, implying something along the 
lines: “We haven’t been able to reproduce such experiences under 
our ‘controlled’ conditions. Therefore the testimony is valueless.” 

Our experiences although ‘anecdotal’ in part contain many 
elements that can be independently verified. There would seem 
to be an incredibly precise interconnected Web of Destiny which 
we can barely glimpse, imperfectly and in part. All the elements 
over a quarter of a century come together to confirm that God is 
real, that there is life after death and that sometimes the spirits of 
the dead can communicate with the living. But the web of 
meaningful coincidences also tells us the truth about events in 
this world now, what lies behind them and sometimes they reveal 
a deeper purpose. 

And they serve to warn us all of our futures, individually and 
collectively. There is life — here and now. This is it — all there is — 
No reincarnation; no coming back; no second chances.... Then 
after life, there is death — And on death, there is Judgement —as 
many have believed in the past, but which few believe today. This 
lack of belief in being answerable to God for what they do is made 
manifest in the way they live their lives, be they nominally 
Christians, Moslems, Jews, Hindus, or whatever. In fact religious 
people are some of the world's biggest hypocrites. Man would seem 
to have little time left; the Alpha and Omega Codes would suggest 
only six years. But that’s long enough for man to finally hang 
himself. 
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As for individuals, no there is nothing they can do to save 
the planet. It’s doomed because of the lies, the greed and the 
corruption — which never changes, however great the crisis....All 
people can do is try to find and recognise the truth and do what 
is right in their own lives. They can live in the hope that, in the 
time they have left, they can redress the Balance, the one Balance 
that matters, the one that awaits them, each and every one, at 
life’s end, however and whenever that end comes. Don't waste 
your time going to priests for forgiveness. That's a con with a 
long history. That's the real reference behind Dan Brown's 
inspired clue in The Da Vinci Code —‘so dark the con of man.’ 
Funny how that coded message is given in ‘clear’. 

So, sorry Ariana. It's not a very positive message at all. But 
these are the logical scientific conclusions that derive from my 
Great Experiment. Nothing else fits all the facts. And remember, 
what we have discussed in this book is just the latest batch of results 
from the lab. But these results echo similar ones repeated again and 
again in various ways over the last quarter of a century. However, 
for some reason known only to the Source, the events of the last 
three months, seems to have been a kind of executive summary. 
And this book is but a synopsis of that executive summary. 

21/05/2009 23:22:10 


57. The First Professor (Oxon.) 


As [asked earlier, is ‘God’ indeed a creation of man to fill a need, 
as the Dawkins, Wisemans, Atkins and Hawkins of this world 
would avert. Or is the idea of God, which has persisted in men 
for as long as man has been on this earth, a reaction to a reality 
that does interconnect with men in subtle ways, on the basis of 
need — not want — on the part of man? 
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In essence, that was the question I asked of a learned Oxford 
Professor, one Lawrence Brown, incumbent of the Alister Hardy 
Chair for the Scientific Study of Religious Experience. That was 
one day in 1990, over tea in Kensington Library in 1990, after 
his inaugural address to the London Branch of the Alister Hardy 
Centre. 

The actual question I posed to him was, “Given your 
extensive experience of the psychology of religion in man, would 
you say that the phenomenon of religion in man arises from a 
need within man, or is it a result of external interaction, with 
something that really does exist outside?” 

His answer was at least honest and essentially the same as the 
message currently on 200 London buses and myriad tube station 
posters — “I don’t know,” he said. I told him that I believed that 
I had found a way to answer the question scientifically. In his 
lecture, he had asked for suggestions for research topics. This was 
the one I proposed. 

I sent him a copy of my first ever paper — 557— Beyond Space 
and Time, dated 22" March 1990. But he didn’t want to know. 
After all, a desire to know tends to be the mark of the real 
scientist. The word has its root in the Latin verb, scio, scire, to 
know. Lawrence Brown was a psychologist, not a scientist. Why 
should he have any interest in the mysteries of coincidence, even 
though it was a topic of some interest to the man whose estate 
funded his comfortable life in Oxford? 

Alister Hardy had been the co-author of a 1973 book, The 
Challenge of Chance. The first part of the book, written by Hardy, 
concerns a series of ESP experiments carried out with a large 
audience at the Royal Festival Hall in London. The second part 
consists of accounts of many strange and thought-provoking 
coincidences, written by Arthur Koestler. 

And there was soon a powerful coincidence linking 
Lawrence Brown to me. It only emerged months later when my 
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New Zealander wife, Jenny, got a letter from her mother. Her 
cousin, Dorothy, had told her that her husband, Lawrence, had 
come home with a paper by someone with the same name as me. 
My name is not a common one. It was not someone with the same 
name as me. It was me. Jenny’s mother’s cousin Dorothy was the 
wife of Lawrence Brown, the Alister Hardy Professor at Oxford. 
She, too, was resident in Oxford. And when Jenny called to visit 
Lawrence and Dorothy one day, the car outside, belonging to 
another visitor who arrived later, had the registration number 557. 

But did any of this cause Professor Brown to wonder? Sadly 
— No! There wasn’t enough jargon in my research, erudite papers 
by other academics, using abstruse, arcane language. There was 
only primary, scientific research — mine, my observations, my 
hypotheses and my conclusions. It was as a result of those 
observations, that my answer to the question that I had posed to 
Brown had to be the second option. The phenomenon of religion 
in man has to be the result of an interaction with a real entity, but 
that Entity had to be beyond any confines of space and time as 
we understand them. The only other option of ‘chance’ to 
explain the incredibly precise network of meaningful 
coincidences did not seem an option which could be preferred by 
anyone who pretended to logic and reasoning. 

Two years later, I even sent him an important update. That 
first dozen page paper had grown to 70 pages, showing the 
progression of the Codes through 558 to 559. That booklet did 
not seem to warrant any reply. I find this a common response to 
my work as it does not fit easily with current thinking, if that is 


not another oxymoron. 


58. The 3rd Professor (Freiburg) or Aloha 
He and Omega 


In October 2007, a strange coincidence relating to an item in our 
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PO Box 388 led me to the Frankfurt Bookfair. The item was a 
‘cheap’ offer on a subscription to the Weekly Telegraph. Always 
the Telegraph. Like the D Day cross words and the 559 Gulf war 
Edition. No errors. I was a little puzzled as to why an English 
paper was being promoted from Frankfurt. 

I felt I had odd coincidence, coming as it did around the 
time when I thought the Frankfurt book fair would be on. My 
worst fears were realised when an Internet search confirmed that 
the Frankfurt book fair was due to begin in six days’ time. This 
coincidence seemed to be telling me that I should go to the 
Frankfurt book fair to try to promote our books. It was definitely 
not something that I relished. Overseas travel from New Zealand 
in the cattle class accommodation which is now the norm on all 
the carriers out of Auckland was a prospect I dreaded. It's fine in 
cramped seats if you're short but I'm tall. And I couldn't give a 
monkeys about entertainment or computer games on the 
personal TV screen set in the back of the seat in front. I really 
didn't want yet another 30 hour trip back to Europe on what I 
thought would probably end up as another fruitless visit in terms 
of selling our books. I knew however that if I was meant to go, it 
would yield much more valuable evidence further validating our 
hypotheses. I was right on both counts. 

I thought that, with luck I would be not be able to get a seat 
at a realistic price, certainly not a cheap fare, at such short notice. 
That would be clear evidence that I wasn't meant to go. The next 
morning’s phone call produced a result that left me feeling very 
ambivalent. The cheapest fare from Auckland to Frankfurt was 
$2263. We couldn’t afford to pay cash. It would have to be on 
the credit card. There was an extra charge of 1.5% for that. The 
total fare became $2297. The really bad news was there was even 
availability on the exact day I would have to fly out, 8 October. 
It seemed that I was meant to go. 
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One of the main foci of our work is that of the End Times 
in which we all now live. The specific code for the apocalypse is 
to 2297. To understand why, see The Seventh Sign. That film is 
a story of about the signs preceding the Apocalypse and it revolves 
around coincidence and the number 229. Then the code 
elaborated to 2297 over the video version of the film. Again, see 
The Seventh Sign. I paid for the air ticket the next day. Was it 
really just chance that it happened to be the eve of the day which 
was to 22.97 years from the start of my psychical research career. 
And remember that the original suggestion clue came from the 
Weekly Telegraph item in the Lux Aeterna PO Box 388. The 
factors of 388 are 2, 2, 97. Then when I looked at the map to check 
the exact location of Frankfurt I found that its latitude is 50° 7’N, 
the World’s End Code 507. Yes, the signs positively screamed I 
had to go to Frankfurt. 

And that was just the beginning of many significant 
experiences first in Germany and then in England. As soon as I 
arrived, the coincidence codes 2x688 cars found me a cheap hotel, 
for 50 euros, two minutes’ walk from the main station in Frankfurt 
on the eve of the book fair. Add in the station and hotel opposite 
200 euros per night “That's impossible” one senior executive of 
Die Zeit told me. Yet it happened. 

Brief few words re Bookfair. Contacting Von Ludicrous. 
Penning Ionisation 557x 584 He A. These things happen. The 
response of a psychologist, not a scientist. Not willing to allow 
me to speak. Shown there was a gap. Prof at Freiburg. As bad as 
NZ Freiburg link back to Eland Ref to Railway book too. 

The codes are a reality. They are not a figment of my mind. 
But they really are fragments of an outer mind. And that is the 
title of the series of books upon which I was working when I went 
to Frankfurt. I took with me a dozen finished copies of the first 
book in that series, The Diagrams Of Truth. 
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Why was 2297 emphasised so strongly in October 2007? 
Perhaps it is because year 231 is particularly important in the 
Apocalypse sequences. It would seem that 2007-8 is just seven 
years off from the final sequences which bring the End of the 
World. What is more seven years is 2557 days. And code 557 was 
the first part of our first detailed prophecy code, a code which 
gave a precise description of the Lockerbie air disaster then 19 
days in the future. What is more that disaster was number one in 
the sequence of Apocalypse events. 

German woman re camera repair. Done three times. In the 
end Sony replaced DSCH2 with DSCH3 Much poorer camera 
but SN 2255792 The 9-11 prophecy Code No. Lockerbie comes 
to America. 

Why should the World’s End be in 2014 or 2015? The signs 
which suggested this to me are discussed in Grave Consequences, 
part 4 of Fragments Of An Outer Mind and in part 5, The 
Crystal Spheres. 


59. You Really Should Worry 


Sorry Ariana, I just can’t make it more positive. But I am a real 
scientist, unlike so many so-called scientists today who have 
prostituted themselves to get funding and thus ensure they come 
up with the right answers, for the ones who call the tune. No one 
has paid me a penny to influence my results. But then they please 
almost no-one, certainly no person or organisation with power in 
this world. 

I would conservatively estimate that my research has cost me 
the better part of £1 million. I am that much worse off from not 
having the comfortable income of my peers, the increase in 
‘value’ of my Chelsea flat and the tens of thousands of pounds I 
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have spent on my library of 45,000 books. But we are richer 
despite our financial losses because we are certain we have been 
led to see and that there is so much beyond the material world of 
space and time. 

But could I be wrong? Is it all a complex web I have woven 
with my over-active imagination? It conveys a creativity no 
teacher of creative writing could even begin to approach. But 
then I am a scientist, not a creative writer. I write as descriptively 
as I can to explain the results of my Great Experiment, an 
experiment which spans nearly a quarter of a century. 

Use your mind for God’s sake. Think about something other 
than yourself, or friends and relatives, your job, what you want, 
or your goals. Look at the state of the world around you. Look at 
all the incredible coincidence I have described in this book. And 
remember that there are sixteen other detailing far far more of 
The Great Experiment. God didn’t give you a mind just to get 
what you want, to satisfy your lust for wealth, sex or power, to 
have fun, or to entertain yourself. Ask yourself: “Can all the things 
I have herein described be logically attributable to choice and safely 
dismissed?” God has sent these signs of death in this festive season. 
That is my conclusion as a scientist. Ask yourself why God has 
chosen to repeat the Lockerbie Codes in another air disaster. 

Is it perhaps that these messages have been sent to us at 
Christmas because Christmas is a sick perversion of what it 
purports to remember. Now, whatever their professed creed, all 
people can be believers in the only faith that matters, the faith of 
mammon, mass consumption...... But this year, the wherewithal 
is showing signs of lacking. The devotees of the beast are having 
trouble spending up large..... 

And remember, when for your own comfort, you do dismiss 
all this as chance, nonsense, the ramblings of a madman who 
hates the world, remember it is just the tip of the iceberg of my 
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twenty-four years’ research. Yes, I do hate the world for all its 
corruption. Might is right, as is shown by the Jimmy Choo 
lawyers on the front page of the NZ Herald for 20° December 
2008, ‘protecting rights’, the ones lawyers have always protected, 
the rights of the rich and powerful, to tramp over those of 
everyone else. Lawyers and their greed are at the forefront of the 
decay of society, more than any financier.... There is justice for 
the rich and powerful. That is man’s ‘justice’. 

The message of the Air New Zealand Airbus is twofold. 
‘Remember the weighbridge’. Because, with God, there is Justice 
for all, including the rich. The second half of the message of the 
Airbus is “Remember it’s only a trailer’. If you can understand 
that from the ‘Code’ from the much more honest days of the 
‘pictures’ when Britain had a far more decent society than it is 
today, even if less materially ‘wealthy’. 

And that weighbridge parable also paralleled another 
Lockerbie experience and the question of doing right or wrong 
in your own life in this world. That revolved around an 
experience which befell me at Easter in 1997. Is it chance that 
the weighbridge theme has repeated now, to link both Advent 
and Easter? Or is it Design? 

Yes, I do hate the world of today. But I have come to hate it 
much more from what I have been shown through the meaningful 
coincidences. I see the utter hypocrisy, especially amongst the rich 
and amongst the so-called religious, all the lies and corruption in 
business and public life in every country in the world, the facade 
of decency in high places, the illusion of free speech and 
democracy in the West, as long as it doesn’t offend rich, powerful 
and important people, the hype of shallowness and celebrity. 
What is there left of real in the world? 

But the meaningful coincidences tell the truth without fear 
or favour. What you need to worry about is whether God hates 
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the world as much as I do. Or has He just led me to see how He 
sees mankind today? Am I just given glimpses of the Divine fury 
to come against an evil mankind. For man to God is as ants to 
man. And ants at least are cooperative, not malicious. 

Think about what your friends/colleagues/culture tells you 
is the truth. How do you know? Where is the evidence? 

In May 1994, we had tried to warn the priests on Patmos. 
Was that intended to be another echo? God warned mankind so 
powerfully in July 1994, with the collision between Jupiter and 
Comet Shoemaker Levy 9. That warning came woven through 
with the Code 5577 as its time signature, most appropriate for 
The Jupiter Theme. 

So let it be. The signs warn — and have done for some while 
— that man can expect the ultimate Hammer of God, an asteroid. 
Perhaps the dinosaurs were God’s first unsuccessful experiment. 
Perhaps man is His second. He has more wit and agility than the 
dinosaurs, more power than they could ever have imagined. But 
modern man is devoid of what really matters — morality and any 
real concern for truth, righteousness or justice. 

9/11 was another warning — the Codes of 9/11 cross over to 
the Perpignan Airbus disaster and, in particular, the Air New 
Zealand pilot, just as the same Lockerbie codes cross over between 
Perpignan and 9/11. The Source of Intelligence is using an inter- 
connected Codebook. But unlike American ‘Intelligence’, this 
Source of Intelligence is no joke and His weapons of mass 
destruction are neither mythical nor masquerading as weapons of 
mass deceit. As Ra said just after Lockerbie, Beware Sekhmet! 
For soon she comes to man! 

The inter-connecting Codes cross-link so many disasters 
over the last 23 years, to show that they are all part of the same 
great jigsaw, God’s Grand Plan of the End Times for mankind 
upon this earth, which He is slowly revealing. 
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Take it or leave it. It matters little to me, either way. The 
evidence repeats and repeats that I am right. Yes — everyone else 
is wrong — the ‘scientists’ who say there’s nothing, the priests who 
say Jesus saves, the imams who insist you have to pray five times 
a day and go to Mecca, other priests who demand offerings to 
idols in cathedrals, temples and shopping centres around the 
world. 

The nearest to the truth is a point located between 
Christianity (old style), Islam (old style) and Spiritualism (old 
style). But who cares for truth in today’s world? God is real. 
Heaven is real, but so is Hell. That is why there is a Judgement. 
God is warning. You have little time left. Use it wisely, or pay the 
price — for eternity. If you want to read more of the evidence for 
the reality of Heaven and Hell, buy our book, Mary, Daughter of 
Elohim. (12/01/2009 6:59:41) 


Note: Originally, on 12" January, 2009. I had finished this book 
here. That last part was in the manner of an Epilogue. But it 
seems that was not what God intended. For the signs, the 
coincidences, just continued. It seemed that the transport lessons 
were far from over. The next sign came the very next day on a 
train , the next three days later on another Airbus A320, this time 
one in America. And more signs came with particular relevance 
to America and the inauguration of the new Messiah. 


60. Dawkins’ God Delusion 


Just before Christmas 2006, Jenny came across an interesting 
paragraph when she was reading Dawkins’ book the God delusion. 
On page 50 of that book, Dawkins makes the following statement: 

God's existence or non-existence is a scientific fact about the 
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universe, discoverable in principle, if not in practice....If he existed 
and chose to reveal it, God himself could clinch the argument, noisily 
and unequivocally in his favour. And even if God's existence is never 
proved or disproved with certainty one way or the other, available 
evidence and reasoning may yield an estimate of probability far from 
50%. 

I would suggest on the basis of the accounts I have given 
above that perhaps God has taken Dawkins at his word. The 
estimate of probability I would suggest is far from 50%. 

I had been prompted to buy Dawkins’ book when I came 
across it in the local post shop privatised Post Office masquerading 
as a bookshop, not long after I had found a significant issue of 
Time magazine. That issue of 13th November 2006 was also 
drawn to my attention, by that ever so helpful goddess ‘chance’. 
The cover had a large illustration of a DNA chain metamorphosing 
into a religious chain and cross, with the caption, God vs Science. 
In an interview, Time asked the question whether God was a 
delusion. Dawkins replied as follows: “The question of whether 
there exists a supernatural Creator, a God, is one of the most 
important that we have to answer. I think it is a scientific question. 
My answer is No\” 

But his conclusion is based on his lack of evidence. And 
absence of evidence is not evidence of absence. My primary 
research, as a former Oxford scientist has led me to precisely the 
opposite conclusion. But my result is based on original primary 
research, not on reading about the experiences of others. I am led 
to the inescapable conclusion that God must exist. But Dawkins 
does at least leave himself with the small escape clause. He did 
admit later in the article: “There could be something incredibly grand 
and incomprehensible beyond our present understanding.....but the 
chance of its being a particular God Jahweh, (or) the god of Jesus is 
vanishingly small.” 
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In that he is spot on. And Dawkins is right about so many 
things in his critique of religion and its practitioners. But the 
major thing he is wrong about is ultimately the only thing that 
matters. The corruption of religions by man tells us nothing 
about the existence of God. But are meaningful coincidences 
intended to remedy that deficiency? Are they meant to indicate 
to us the reality of an active intelligence beyond any concepts 
which we have of space and time, a source of intelligence that 
knows the future in precise detail and which chooses to indicate 
that knowledge to us in the manner of its choosing and to the 
extent that we need to know? God seems to be the best name for 
such an entity. I am convinced that our research has produced 
unequivocal evidence that God does exist. It is the only 
conclusion that can logically be drawn from our Great 
Experiment, which is now drawing to a close, an experiment which 
I have pursued for almost twenty five years. Jenny was a vital part 
of that research for twenty three. And she still is. 
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REPEAT THE HYMN AGAIN 


61. Night Trains 


It was 8.11 in the morning of 14" January. Jenny was 
complaining about my going out to shop and trainspotting 
making dinner late. “What’s the Alpha and Omega hymn?” she 
asked, suddenly. “Omega and Alpha He...” Pd just said. “let the 
organ thunder... in a chance encounter — Am In the Dominion 
Post letters? No. Suddenly, I remembered the night before, 
exactly why I had been late. Jenny’s question, at that moment 
was definitely inspired. For the message from the night before 
had indeed been Alpha He and Omega. It wasn’t on a bus, one 
of Stagecoach’s many around the globe. No, it came on 
something far more powerful, a thousand ton freight train on the 
sides of the two locomotives that provided the 10,000HP needed 
to shift the load. But the sign maintained the transport theme. 
And the sign was on the side, at least for those who had learned 
to read. Trainspotting was so much more useful then learning to 
play golf in my youth. 

In the drive the mileage was just rolling over to 229229. 
Time as I leave house 9 45pm. Set off for Countdown. En route, 
just before I get there, in a gap between the buildings and trees, I 
catch a fleeting glimpse from railway overbridge, in the shadows, 
a line of hoppers waiting in the station. I do U-turn and go back 
through traffic lights - another long delay — will it have gone? 
Stopping at station mileage — 229231. The End Times — God. 

Then I walked all the way down from the new station past 
the old station with its integrated ‘signal box’, out into the 
darkness of the open platform and beyond. The first loco I see is 
4507 - “’Good God!” I exclaimed, “World’s End” But there are 
two locos and then I see Coronation stripes on the front of the 
lead loco. In NZ the locos always run backwards for better 
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visibility. It was number — 7307. “Good God, I thought — The 
Key!” A Kiwi-rail panel has been added to the latest two-tone 
yellow and teal blue/turquoise “Coronation livery devised by NZ 
Railways last less-then-proud owners, Toll Holdings of Australia. 
They asset-stripped the trucks, in which lay the origin of the 
Coronation livery, in far more appropriate colour combination, 
before selling the residual NZR assets back to the NZ Labour 
government for a bargain $665M, a few months before the 
November, 2008 election. 

And in all the cruelty and barbarism of the Israeli onslaught 
on Gaza, where is the voice of New Zealand’s leader on the world 
stage? There is only a stooge available to mouth platitudes about 
not taking sides. Key is silent, still on holiday, at one of his 
various holiday homes. The atheist Jew dare not criticise his 
fellow Jews, or anger his soul mates who run the United States. 

But the sign of the key is there nonetheless — silent and 
broken down, with a fitter trying to do a Lazarus. Finally he is 
successful. There is a deep a roar as the big diesel engine roars 
into life. The signal turns green, but the train still sits there for a 
little while yet. Finally, there is a change of tone in the diesel 
engines. Load is applied as the generators feed current to electric 
traction motors. The gear train begins to get 1000 tons of train 
on the move. 

I looked at my watch. It is 10.27pm - “Good God — “2227!” 
Hard to focus — one shot — is it clear? Then I take a shot of the 
train easing slowly forwards, accelerating as the 10,000HP is fully 
applied to the 1000 tons of train..... Then another shot .... and 
another. The train begins to gather speed, with the key 7307 loco 
approaching the green signal light, just before the Settlement 
Road overbridge. Then, the mass of the loco block my line of 
sight to the signal, and only the other shunting reds remain, the 
baleful stop signs. I photograph my watch again -2228, the 
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American death prophecy code —a reminder of how ‘Lockerbie 
came to America’. I photograph the hoppers now picking up 
speed as they follow the leader, in a good analogy for people — 
Can’t help themselves — mindlessly following. 

As the final wagon vanished down the line, I watched the 
very slow blink on its tail light — a link they still have to the trains 
of old. But then, it was a steady, bright red light, not a wink. 

There was one last shot of that winking, weakish light, 
contrasted with the bright red of all the signals. For now, the 
signal for the main line was brightly red too. Is it up main or 
down main in New Zealand? I don’t even know if even they 
know. Which is the more important city? Is it Wellington or 
Auckland? There is certainly little to choose between the two 
papers. Neither likes my letters, too critical of Israel, and daring 
to bring in the Old Testament parallels. Perhaps both papers have 
a policy to follow the new party line of the newly elected Israel- 
friendly Government. But what would you expect now we have 
an atheist Jew for a Prime Minister. No wonder 22970 came up 
in the counting in Helensville with 97% of the vote counted, on 
the night he was elected. 

I glance at my watch. It is 10.29. “Good God! - 2229”..... 
Of course, the ‘spokes’ of the Large Hadron Collider — 2227, 
2229! The Airbus disaster Code, my proof of the existence of 
God. 

And what is the purpose of the Large Hadron Collider in 
Brown’s novel? To prove the existence of God, through science. 
The physicist uses it to create anti-matter, in his Genesis 
experiment.....And just before Christmas came the broader view 
of the Large Hadron Collider, in The Dominion Post. In that 
later image, albeit black and white, you can see all three of the 
segments that matter, ME2227, ME2229, ME2231..... The 
Review of the Year had the photo and the comment that the 
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LHC was still broken. A huge helium leak had occurred only days 
after it was switched on on 10" September, 2008. 

Now here was the train departing with the Large Hadron 
Collider segments in time, proving the existence of God as it 
departed into the night — my being caused to go out to see if the 
fools would broadcast my words to a wider audience — as ever the 
right place, the right time. (Thought — full circle to End. Begin 
with World’s End on a London bus. Ends with world’s End at 
the World’s End — at the Apocalypse time) 

And as the train roared slowly away into the darkness, it 
carried the Code for the World’s End in space — 4507, picked 
out by the powerful light of the flash gun on my D70 camera. 
Glowing brightly in the light I provided — 4507 — World’s 
End....it screamed silently in the darkness, but no one else saw — 
no one else heard..... no one else understood. Everyone was too 
busy enjoying their lives, following more popular gospels. 

Was it not my destiny to provide this transient flash of 
illumination as the Armageddon Express roars inexorably on. 
That’s just the state of the line thanks to ten years of privatised 
care of the New Zealand Railway system, by first an American 
owner then an Australian one. And now, the disaster- prone driver 
himself is about to change. It must be a Streak with a corridor 
tender, as the express can’t be stopped. It'll be Bush out, as so many 
have shouted for years, to no avail. Then for the Chief, it'll be back 
to a comfortable life on the cushions. Soon there will be a smooth 
operator on the footplate, some might say a slippery customer, 
but apart from knowing how to make a few dramatic whistles, he 
has no more idea than fly, how to drive. 

I stood and listened as that tail light vanished. I heard the 
roar continue in the night, carried on the wind, as the heavy train 
travelled south on the main trunk line, down past the crossings 


at Boundary Road, Opaheke Road then Sutton Road. Still the 
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still of the night carried the roar, down through Drury; past the 
back of the Warrant of Fitness garage, and a stone’s throw from 
St John’s Church where I had seen the CUE 557 truck pull out 
in front of us, on our test run from the garage, on 24" November. 

But not a single one, even of the few night workers who 
noticed it pass, would have seen the sign in the darkness. Only a 
mad trainspotter had seen the truth, the truth written over fifty 
years, in the Railway Codes. As I told Jenny and explained the 
time code, the proof of Code, the Large Hadron Collider and its 
works — like that Coronation Kiwi Rail loco 7307, — with the “End 
times’ 4507 behind it. “What's happened with that machine, she 
asked. “There has been nothing about it since they switched it on 
amidst the warnings the world might end?” “ It failed after a day 
or two.” I replied It’s still out of action. There was a huge helium 
leak” 45 

“What's that hymn?” she asked. “Alpha He, of course!” I 
said. “Alpha He and Omega. Let the Organ thunder. But the 
organ does not thunder. That’s is why the organ, the Voice of 
God, was stilled in Auckland Cathedral on the 20" anniversary 
of Lockerbie — to the very minute! And the message was echoed 
when I got back to my car, parked beside the footbridge, at right 
angles to the lines which mark out the parking spaces. 

I go against the grain — in everything. My words disturb 
people. The meaningful coincidences show me the truth, expose 
the lies behind man’s world, the lies of the politicians and the 
intelligence agencies over Lockerbie, over Diana’s murder, the 
lies of the Yanks over 9/11 and the lies of the Israelis over Gaza. 
They are just more signs of why the End is here. 

As I write this, I hear a plane overhead. Would it be the 


® ] finally found out what the problem had been courtesy of an article in the 
NZ Herald for 18" July, a truly Deep impact day. 
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Catalina or the DC3? It is not really loud enough — and I can’t 
see it for the trees which shade us from the relentless sun — the 
power of Selkhet. I get out to the back, beside the pool. I see the 
monoplane going off south but didn’t bother with a photo. 

I hear another plane and dash out (Dash 8) Nothing either 
way, but I'd noticed the time on the kitchen wall clock was 9-14 
— en route to see the plane. I go back for my watch. 9.14 — it is. 
That’s next — the Dorset Disaster, the Justice for the Americans 
for what they have done to the rest of the world with their 
technological and financial might, and also Justice for the Prince 
of Wales for the misuse of his power also. 


62. Night Trains 


It was 8.11 in the morning of 14° January. Jenny was 
complaining about my going out to shop and trainspotting 
making dinner late. “What’s the Alpha and Omega hymn?” she 
asked, suddenly. “Omega and Alpha He...” Pd just said. “let the 
organ thunder... in a chance encounter — Am In the Dominion 
Post letters? No. Suddenly, I remembered the night before, exactly 
why I had been late. Jenny’s question, at that moment was 
definitely inspired. For the message from the night before had 
indeed been Alpha He and Omega. It wasn’t on a bus, one of 
Stagecoach’s many around the globe. No, it came on something 
far more powerful, a thousand ton freight train on the sides of the 
two locomotives that provided the 10,000HP needed to shift the 
load. But the sign maintained the transport theme. And the sign 
was on the side, at least for those who had learned to read. 
Trainspotting was so much more useful then learning to play golf 
in my youth. 

In the drive the mileage was just rolling over to 229229. 


174 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


Time as I leave house 9 45pm. Set off for Countdown. En route, 
just before I get there, in a gap between the buildings and trees, I 
catch a fleeting glimpse from railway overbridge, in the shadows, 
a line of hoppers waiting in the station. I do U-turn and go back 
through traffic lights - another long delay — will it have gone? 
Stopping at station mileage — 229231. The End Times — God. 

Then I walked all the way down from the new station past the 
old station with its integrated ‘signal box’, out into the darkness of 
the open platform and beyond. The first loco I see is 4507 - 
“Good God!” I exclaimed, “World’s End” But there are two locos 
and then I see Coronation stripes on the front of the lead loco. In 
NZ the locos always run backwards for better visibility. It was 
number — 7307. “Good God, I thought — The Key!” A Kiwi-rail 
panel has been added to the latest two-tone yellow and teal 
blue/turquoise ‘Coronation’ livery devised by NZ Railways last 
less-then-proud owners, Toll Holdings of Australia. They asset- 
stripped the trucks, in which lay the origin of the Coronation 
livery, in far more appropriate colour combination, before selling 
the residual NZR assets back to the NZ Labour government for 
a bargain $665M, a few months before the November, 2008 
election. 

And in all the cruelty and barbarism of the Israeli onslaught 
on Gaza, where is the voice of New Zealand’s leader on the world 
stage? There is only a stooge available to mouth platitudes about 
not taking sides. Key is silent, still on holiday, at one of his 
various holiday homes. The atheist Jew dare not criticise his 
fellow Jews, or anger his soul mates who run the United States. 

But the sign of the key is there nonetheless — silent and 
broken down, with a fitter trying to do a Lazarus. Finally he is 
successful. There is a deep a roar as the big diesel engine roars 
into life. The signal turns green, but the train still sits there for a 
little while yet. Finally, there is a change of tone in the diesel 
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engines. Load is applied as the generators feed current to electric 
traction motors. The gear train begins to get 1000 tons of train 
on the move. 

I looked at my watch. It is 10.27pm - “Good God — “2227!” 
Hard to focus — one shot — is it clear? Then I take a shot of the 
train easing slowly forwards, accelerating as the 10,000HP is fully 
applied to the 1000 tons of train..... Then another shot .... and 
another. The train begins to gather speed, with the key 7307 loco 
approaching the green signal light, just before the Settlement 
Road overbridge. Then, the mass of the loco block my line of 
sight to the signal, and only the other shunting reds remain, the 
baleful stop signs. I photograph my watch again -2228, the 
American death prophecy code —a reminder of how “Lockerbie 
came to America’. I photograph the hoppers now picking up 
speed as they follow the leader, in a good analogy for people — 
Can’t help themselves — mindlessly following. 

As the final wagon vanished down the line, I watched the 
very slow blink on its tail light — a link they still have to the trains 
of old. But then, it was a steady, bright red light, not a wink. 

There was one last shot of that winking, weakish light, 
contrasted with the bright red of all the signals. For now, the 
signal for the main line was brightly red too. Is it up main or 
down main in New Zealand? I don’t even know if even they 
know. Which is the more important city? Is it Wellington or 
Auckland? There is certainly little to choose between the two 
papers. Neither likes my letters, too critical of Israel, and daring 
to bring in the Old Testament parallels. Perhaps both papers have 
a policy to follow the new party line of the newly elected Israel- 
friendly Government. But what would you expect now we have 
an atheist Jew for a Prime Minister. No wonder 22970 came up 
in the counting in Helensville with 97% of the vote counted, on 
the night he was elected. 
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I glance at my watch. It is 10.29. “Good God! - 2229”..... 
Of course, the ‘spokes’ of the Large Hadron Collider — 2227, 
2229! The Airbus disaster Code, my proof of the existence of 
God. 

And what is the purpose of the Large Hadron Collider in 
Brown’s novel? To prove the existence of God, through science. 
The physicist uses it to create anti-matter, in his Genesis 
experiment.....And just before Christmas came the broader view 
of the Large Hadron Collider, in The Dominion Post. In that 
later image, albeit black and white, you can see all three of the 
segments that matter, ME2227, ME2229, ME2231..... The 
Review of the Year had the photo and the comment that the 
LHC was still broken. A huge helium leak had occurred only days 
after it was switched on on 10" September, 2008. 

Now here was the train departing with the Large Hadron 
Collider segments in time, proving the existence of God as it 
departed into the night — my being caused to go out to see if the 
fools would broadcast my words to a wider audience — as ever the 
right place, the right time. (Thought — full circle to End. Begin 
with World’s End on a London bus. Ends with world’s End at 
the World’s End — at the Apocalypse time) 

And as the train roared slowly away into the darkness, it 
carried the Code for the World’s End in space — 4507, picked 
out by the powerful light of the flash gun on my D70 camera. 
Glowing brightly in the light I provided — 4507 — World’s 
End....it screamed silently in the darkness, but no one else saw — 
no one else heard..... no one else understood. Everyone was too 
busy enjoying their lives, following more popular gospels. 

Was it not my destiny to provide this transient flash of 
illumination as the Armageddon Express roars inexorably on. 
That’s just the state of the line thanks to ten years of privatised 
care of the New Zealand Railway system, by first an American 
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owner then an Australian one. And now, the disaster- prone 
driver himself is about to change. It must be a Streak with a 
corridor tender, as the express can’t be stopped. It'll be Bush out, 
as so many have shouted for years, to no avail. Then for the Chief, 
it ll be back to a comfortable life on the cushions. Soon there will 
be a smooth operator on the footplate, some might say a slippery 
customer, but apart from knowing how to make a few dramatic 
whistles, he has no more idea than fly, how to drive. 

I stood and listened as that tail light vanished. I heard the 
roar continue in the night, carried on the wind, as the heavy train 
travelled south on the main trunk line, down past the crossings 
at Boundary Road, Opaheke Road then Sutton Road. Still the 
still of the night carried the roar, down through Drury; past the 
back of the Warrant of Fitness garage, and a stone’s throw from 
St John’s Church where I had seen the CUE 557 truck pull out 
in front of us, on our test run from the garage, on 24" November. 

But not a single one, even of the few night workers who 
noticed it pass, would have seen the sign in the darkness. Only a 
mad trainspotter had seen the truth, the truth written over fifty 
years, in the Railway Codes. As I told Jenny and explained the time 
code, the proof of Code, the Large Hadron Collider and its works 
— like that Coronation Kiwi Rail loco 7307, — with the ‘End times’ 
4507 behind it. “What's happened with that machine, she asked. 
“There has been nothing about it since they switched it on amidst 
the warnings the world might end?” “ It failed after a day or two.” 


I replied It's still out of action. There was a huge helium leak” “° 


“What's that hymn?” she asked. “Alpha He, of course!” I 
said. “Alpha He and Omega. Let the Organ thunder. But the 
organ does not thunder. That’s is why the organ, the Voice of 


46] finally found out what the problem had been courtesy of an article in the 
NZ Herald for 18" July, a truly Deep impact day. 
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God, was stilled in Auckland Cathedral on the 20" anniversary 
of Lockerbie — to the very minute! And the message was echoed 
when I got back to my car, parked beside the footbridge, at right 
angles to the lines which mark out the parking spaces. 

I go against the grain — in everything. My words disturb 
people. The meaningful coincidences show me the truth, expose 
the lies behind man’s world, the lies of the politicians and the 
intelligence agencies over Lockerbie, over Diana’s murder, the 
lies of the Yanks over 9/11 and the lies of the Israelis over Gaza. 
They are just more signs of why the End is here. 

As I write this, I hear a plane overhead. Would it be the 
Catalina or the DC3? It is not really loud enough — and I can’t 
see it for the trees which shade us from the relentless sun — the 
power of Selkhet. I get out to the back, beside the pool. I see the 
monoplane going off south but didn’t’ bother with a photo. 

I hear another plane and dash out (Dash 8) Nothing either 
way, but I'd noticed the time on the kitchen wall clock was 9-14 
— en route to see the plane. I go back for my watch. 9.14 — it is. 
That’s next — the Dorset Disaster, the Justice for the Americans 
for what they have done to the rest of the world with their 
technological and financial might, and also Justice for the Prince 
of Wales for the misuse of his power also. 


63. A Lesson Concerning Man And 
Nation. 133333 212 


13" is today. 212 is the ‘Existence of god’. My work proves it. 
Today is 13" January. 13" January was the day that I began the 
notebook in which I wrote my first ever successful prophecy — 


Book 636 on 13/1/91. *” My car was 7AM131636 — another 


47 13th January, 2009 was the exact anniversary of mice first ever successful 
prophecy. It was on thirteenth January 1991 that I used my coincidence codes 
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Code repeat. The parallel to the Lockerbie estate car. 

This is very much a ‘portals’ chapter — proof within a proof 
within a proof. 

And so, in the hall I photographed the watch. The idea was 
— against the train — 909 against the Cuneo painting, the night 
painting of the King - KGV. Thought — should have 9.14 against 
the mouse. W — 9.21.1 thought 9.21 — 2121 — ‘Existence of God, 
including proof’. 

I photographed the trademark Cuneo mouse — in close up. 
The first shot was hopeless — just a flash on the watch. The second 
is fine — you can read the time. The third is like the first — 003?..... 
Then to show its location, just above the loco wheels.....But the 
shot is hopeless — just the blinding flash... ..like the one which killed 
‘the Mouse who roared’. Then another shot showing the time. 

At first, the King in darkness is blurred. Then I do more 
shots. The idea came to have the front on the loco face, like that 
of a person is so much more identifiable. The Ka — the human- 
headed bird. I get the shot that fulfils my vision. The watch with 
the loco was very clear. The time on the watch is also very clear. 
It echoes the message of the train in the night..... The time is 
9.09.46. 9.09 — Thrice Code 303 — the road to the West via 
Honiton, where I got my Teach Yourself Psychical Research and 
later the original 1912 book, Futility. I see daily the futility of our 
research — No one will heed. It’s too late now, anyway — soon for 
us in this world — and not long after for most of them, certainly 
in this world and probably the next. 

For 946 is the Code for the Hammer of God. It is a reminder 
of Arthur C. Clark’s precise inspiration. He had the Hammer of 


to calculate the Gulf War would start on the 17 January. There were two 
separate codes warn based on Lockerbie and Kegworth, the other based on 
errors in the daily Telegraph edition numbers both of which converged on the 


17th January. For details see our book The Alpha And Omega Codes. 


180 


Brian & Jenny Cocksey 


God strike the cities of the plain — Padua and Verona. But the 
Ancient of Days will have other, more deserving targets in mind, 
more akin to other ‘cities of the plain’ of long ago®....... He 
sent the warning of the train in the night — the symbolism is the 
train of asteroids that came out of the night to wreak havoc and 
devastate the largest planet in the solar system, in July 1994. 

It carried the Code 5577 —And with it, the translation for 
meaningful coincidence — Heed or Perish! To this He added the 
following: Carry on as you are, and you are next! 

And so the End Times message — the Hammer of God ona 
train in the night, linking to the King of Heaven and His sign 
which will blaze in the night, just before the End. This morning's 
sign echoes last night so precisely, with the departure of the 
World’s End train of hoppers — into the night. 

Back at my car, my Armageddon Clock, the speedometer, 
read 229231. Only now do I see that as encompassing the 
meaning of train too — 229, the End Times — 231, God, in the 
Dewey Decimal Codes. I am Alpha and I warn you of 
Omega..... 

Today is 13" January. So it is another Code repeat. The first 
time round, the prophecy was merely the start of the Gulf War. 
This time, it is the prophecy of two disasters which the Ancient 
of Days, the Eye of Ra, has chosen to emphasise through the 
mists of time. First will come the Dorset Disaster for America. 


“8 The thought of the ’other cities of the plain from long ago’ came into my 
mind as I read these words about Padua and Verona. So I added those words. 
Remember Sodom and Gomorrah and why they were destroyed...? .The 
Story starts at Genesis Ch 19. There came two angels to Sodom at even....\t is 
now 3 minutes to midnight on 22" July, 2009 fifteen years to the day since 
the last vehicle of the train of asteroids struck Jupiter. And now the words of a 
Christmas carol come into my mind. Beneath the angel train has rolled two 
thousand years of wrong..... Now every year the wrong gets stronger It is now 
12.13am on 23" July. 
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Suddenly I have a vision of my cellphone. Id try to tell Jenny 
I'd be a while, an hour after leaving home. I still hadn’t got to 
Countdown....5 minutes away. She didn’t answer. The phone 
was silent. This is much as people don’t/won’t/can’t hear the 
message I have been trying to give for 20 years. 

I tried to photograph the screen of the phone — to show the 
time — 238. This first shot is blurred. Then the screen light went 
off. Then it came up again with a very significant screen. U is the 
last element. I flicked the button to light the screen again — 
another stored number now showed on the screen — 5577. Crede 
Signo, I'd called it one day when I’d found that set of digits 
pressed randomly on my cellphone in its case. 

So I photographed that and then I photographed the time. 
Both those shots are pretty clear - difficult in the darkness — just 
the glow of the phone and the camera on manual with auto 
overridden. 9.43.18] hear another plane and wonder about the 
time (9.43.18) — just a little thing — it went pretty well overhead. 
9.44.19 

Then I took a photographed to show where I was, by the 
overbridge access. It was only then I saw the image number, 
3560. What was 3557, I wondered? — black(?) = and 3558 — 
Crede Signo, 3559 — 2239 bus. 9.45.29 

So, first will come the Hammer of God for America — the 
second one, because 9/11 was the first — but the Yanks never 
listened. They twisted that, like they twisted Lockerbie to suit 
themselves. They’re so full of themselves, telling everyone else 
what is right and what is wrong.... The Dorset Disaster will be 
“To encourage the others’. Then will come the Hammer of God 
for the whole of mankind. 9.48.45. 

And then 9.49.14 — Remember Tangiwai — another train 
that came in the night and there was no bridge — the volcanic 
eruption had caused a lahar which had sped towards it and 
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washed it away. That was loco No. 949, destroyed at Tangiwai, 
together with its train, the Wellington —Auckland night express. 
That was a Christmas message too come to think of it. It came 
on Christmas Eve, 1953, to mark the first visit of the new Queen 
Elizabeth II to New Zealand. That was a technological disaster 
set in train by a natural one. 

Sorry Ariana, I can’t find anything positive for your future 
or anybody else’s. But then I'm not looking positivity; I'm 
looking for truth. All that the Codes warn is that God does exist 
and that man will pay the price for his evil. All that the Codes 
prophecy is a time of fear and terror — Hell in this world. The 
only hope is for the few who really are decent people. After the 
hell of this world, they will find heaven in the next, once they 
pass the Judgement. For now, there is nothing but War. 

Yes, enjoy your life. What should you care about the 
barbarism of “God’s chosen people’ to the Palestinians? But now, 
once again, my trusty D70 camera shows the times for what they 
are. There are 687 images left...... 687 is the Code for the period 
of War. The Israelis invasion proves yet again, the validity of the 
Alpha and Omega Codes. 3557, 3558, 3559 repeated 557, 558, 
559. The ‘Chosen People’ will be chosen for a lesson, whether 
before or after the people who chose them. The Dorset Disaster 
will come in “The Time of Obama’ — that is the only date stamp 
in the Codes. But it will coincide with the final crisis for the 
Prince of Wales. 

Book 4183 13/1/09 


64. A Miracle For America 


16" January 2009 brought news of a miracle in America, in the 
run-up to the anointing of America’s new messiah. Was it not 
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proof indeed that George W. Bush’s prayers were being 
answered? God was indeed continuing to bless America. 

US Air Flight 1549 had taken off from La Guardia, bound 
for North Carolina. The plane took off at 3.26pm (15™ January 
— local time) Within a minute both engines had failed and the 
A320 had been converted to a 150 ton glider. Weighing the 
options, the experienced Captain on the flight deck decided the 
Hudson River was the only option — high buildings or more 
distant forest seemed even less appealing. So he attempted what no 
one had successfully done before, land a modern jet as a seaplane. 
And he succeeded. The plane came to rest pretty well intact. Not 
a single soul perished in the crash landing. 12.29.46 

One passenger even said it was not a lot worse a landing than 
he had experienced at some US airports, so one is left wondering 
at the skill of other pilots! 

Suddenly Sully Sullenburger, was the new all-American hero 
of the hour. He was the man who, with incredible skill, nobody 
mentioned a lot of luck, had rescued 154 others from near- 
certain death. .... Tickets quickly came so that the new hero could 
attend the apotheosis in Washington on 29" January. But was it 
really the miracle it seemed? My evidence suggests that it was 
both a subtle warning and a direct reply. But to comprehend this, 
you have to be aware of other facts, other patterns in coincidences 
surrounding that Airbus crash. 

The afternoon of 16" January had seen me repeat my trek 
of 28" November. I had put off taking the next trailer load of 
garden rubbish to the Council tip for long enough. I felt I had to 
do it that afternoon, despite the many other calls on my time. I 
arrived at the Council tip at exactly the same time, to the minute 
as the previous time. They were just in the process of closing the 
gates. I drove onto the weighbridge for gross weighing, unloaded 
all the garden waste from the trailer and returned to tare it off. 
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“What did it weigh today?” I had asked the weighbridge 
woman. 

“No idea,” came the rather careless reply. “You were too late, 
so I didn’t weigh it. It’s $40, flat rate.” 

“Bugger” I thought. Now I couldn’t see if there was anything 
significant in the weight of the second trailer load. A code repeat 
might have been useful additional evidence for my theories. On 
the way home, I called for a copy of the Wellington paper, the 
Dominion Post from Woolworths in the Roselands shopping 
centre. Again, because of having the trailer, I had parked at right 
angles to the spaces on the empty far side of the car park, opposite 
the Counties Care A&E clinic. As I glanced across, I noticed the 
familiar Porsche at the front of the line of cars outside the main 
entrance to the clinic. It was Dr. Paul Fur, who owned the car, a 
type which is a distinct rarity in South Auckland. In October, 
2008, he had shown some interest in our coincidence research, 
so I had supplied him with a copy of The Diagrams of Truth. 

As he was on duty at the clinic on only a couple of occasions 
a week, I decided to take the opportunity tell him of the 
astonishing code repeats of the 2008 Christmas season too. After 
a few minutes, I heard some snatches of a news summary which 
had come on the television above my head. There was something 
about a plane crash landing, somewhere. This was absolutely 
staggering. It was another code repeat. But which plane had 
crashed where? I had moved seat to see the TV, but it was too 
late. There was a brief clip on the Gaza War, and the inevitable 
reference to some sport item, but then TV1 had gone back to its 
usual afternoon inanity. 

I abandoned Dr. Fur and hurried home — just in time for 
the Six O’Clock News. And there it was, the lead headline was a 
plane crash again— just as on the first occasion that I had taken 
that newly refurbished trailer to the tip, on 28% November. And 
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just as then, it was an A320 Airbus that had crashed. But this 
time, it was in the Hudson River in New York. NZ had moved 
on to NY ina kind of ‘countdown’ letter code. 

The aircraft had made an emergency landing on the Hudson 
River in New York. Not a single person had died or even been 
badly injured. They were all talking about a miracle. They 
showed images of another landing on water — where a hi-jacked 
plane disintegrated off the African coast. “ We had watched the 
Mayday programme on that crash months ago — the hopeful 
hijacker on a flight within Africa, demanded to be taken to 
Australia, but was told by the pilot that they hadn’t enough fuel. 
They only had enough to reach their schedule destination. The 
hijackers thought it was a trick and insisted with their demands. 
Eventually the plane ran out of fuel, the pilot was forced to land 
in the sea. It did not go well. Speed was too high and at the point 
of landing, one wing had dipped and the engine had been caught 
by the waves. The plane cart-wheeled and disintegrated. The 
majority of the passengers were killed. But, in contrast, on the 
Hudson all the 150 passengers and 5 crew had survived. The TV 
commentators and the Mayor of New York were all lavish in their 
praise of the Captain, with photos out already. It was rather a 
contrast to the Germans and the pilots of the Perpignan A320 
who, for ‘privacy reasons’ were not being identified. But this 
‘hero’ had prevented a repeat of 9/11 — or the other jet that came 
down on New York City not long afterwards. *° 


® That was Ethiopian Airlines flight 961 which crashed off the Comoros 
Islands on the 23"! November 1996 it was a Boeing 767-260ER. On a flight 
from Addis Ababa to Nairobi it had run out of fuel killing 125 of the 175 
people on board. 


°° American Airlines flight 587 crashed on New York suburb of Queens on 
12 November, 2001. Coming so soon after 911 many wondered if it was 
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But as I listened to all the details, I said to Jenny, “Why did 
no one die?” If there’s a message in it — and the trailer/Airbus 
coincidences are too strong for there not to be, what is it? It’s 
hardly that Americans who survived are better people than the 
New Zealanders who died. If anything, the reverse may be true. 
Why did they deserve to survive? 

Then the words came into my mind: “There was no 
weighing.” At that moment, Jenny went into the kitchen to put 
the kettle on. “The cooker clock is 12-12,” she said. "Good God 
in heaven,” was my reply — the hidden communication code for 
New York, the dialling code from outside the USA — 00-1-212. 

But Code 212 has a deeper meaning. An American of an 
earlier generation was very much inspired by God in May 1873. 
That was when Melville Dewey came up with the idea of his 
decimal library book classification system — in use in libraries 
around the world today. Code 212-1 is the allocation for books 
on “The Existence of God — including proofs’. So was the miracle 
on the Hudson part of a much deeper and less comfortable 
message? 

The woman at the Council tip had not bothered to weigh 
the trailer because something caused her not to bother this time. 
That Something knew that on the second Airbus crash, no one 
had died. On 28" November, even though I had arrived at the 
same time, to the very minute, she had weighed off the trailer 
contents. That day, seven died. So the two Airbuses link to give 


another Al Qaeda attack and eventually the crash was put down to pilot error. 
The co-pilot had tried to climb too steeply after leaving JFK airport on the 
flight to the Dominican Republic. That crash incidentally was another Airbus, 
one of the larger A300s. It was an A300-600, a later version of the A300B2 
Iran Air plane which the US S Vincennes had shot down on 3" July 1988 in 
the Persian Gulf. 265 people died in that New York crash, 260 on the plane 
and 5 on the ground. There were uncanny echoes of Lockerbie. 
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the Code of the first paper I ever wrote to publicise the results of 
my research, on 22"¢ March 1990. In that paper, I postulated that 
all the meaningful coincidences surrounding the Lockerbie air 
disaster, both before and after it, could be explained on the basis 
of some external Source of Intelligence. Was it proof that God 
does exist? I called that paper 557, Beyond Space and Time. 

But were these two Airbuses not taking that early message 
further? Not only was the evidence of intelligent design orders of 
magnitude more powerful. They were answering a question 
which has puzzled man since he has been able to rub brain cells 
together — What happens when we die? The answer lies in Code 
557, or to be more precise, 1557....for 155 lived when there was 
no weighing. But 7 died, when there was a weighing on the great 
balance at the Council tip. What is more, the net weight of 
garden rubbish was 320 kg, and an A320 was the type of plane 
which took them to Judgement. 

And then I realised the parallel signs on 16" January, also in 
Howick outside the doctors’ surgery, the Millhouse Medical 
Centre, just as there had been on 27 November. And again, just 
as on 28" November, I had left home at 15.57, not by trying. I’'d 
been rushing to get down before the tip closed, after spending 
too long editing On the Buses, God’s answer to the Atheist Bus 
Campaign in Britain. It was intended as a short sequel to The 
Diagrams of Truth. 

And was it just chance that the mileage on my car had the 
Apocalypse Code doubly encoded as I unhooked the empty 
trailer back at home — 229388...Our address for Lux Aeterna 
Publishing is P O Box 388, Drury. And 388 factorises to 2,2,97, 
which just happens to be the Code for the Apocalypse — as 
originally decoded from a Hollywood box office flop — too 
intellectual and no sex and almost no violence. The Seventh Sign, 
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unlike 99.9% of Hollywood’s output, was actually quite inspired. 

And I found out about the Hudson plane crash whilst 
waiting to see Dr. Fur. He happens to be a South African Jew. 
New York has the greatest population of Jews outside Tel Aviv. 
A South African aircraft engineer had started chatting to me 
outside the doctor’s only the previous afternoon. And South 
Africa is Code 5571.....S0 was the miracle on the Hudson not 
what it appeared to be at all? Nobody died in the Hudson that 
day because it was necessary to set the parable, to complete the 
jigsaw. 

And the next day, there were the signs to complete the 
destiny theme. There was the dark blue tail fin, with its white, 
reversed out, stylised US flag.... Dark blue, not teal blue — but 
surrounded by ice floes. The connections were complete. TE901 
was rent asunder on Erebus with the Koru on the teal blue fin 
left lonely on the ice. T888 was rent asunder at Perpignan, the 
only sign of its passage being the Koru on the teal blue fin, with 
the waves washing over it. [888 came down in water, just as did 
US1549. And now there was the ice as a reminder of 
Erebus.....and destiny. 

Why was it Flight 1549? Was it to link back to the first ever 
Prayer Book in English, the book with which Archbishop 
Thomas Cranmer freed England from the Latin liturgy and the 
corruption of Rome? That Prayer Book was published in 1549. 
On 12" January 2008, I had written about Cranmer’s inspired 
words from the funeral service in the Book of Common Prayer. | 
had quoted the words Cranmer had chosen to begin the funeral 
service — We brought nothing into this world and it is certain we 
can carry nothing out. Americans, especially, should remember 
those words as they lead the world to destruction in their 
headlong flight to have and to consume. 
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So, rejoice in the miracle of the Hudson and the new 
messiah 
Book 4195 22"¢ January 2009 


65. A Bus for a Bus 


But the miracle of the Hudson landing can be considered in a 
Greater Light from a distant shore. Flight 1549 took off from La 
Guardia with the co-pilot at the controls. Within a minute, he 
saw a flock of birds ‘in perfect formation’ heading towards him. 
Suddenly the cockpit windows were brown as the birds thudded 
to their deaths. Outside there were bangs and the smell of 
burning flesh — and then an eerie silence. 

The instruments told the pilots the awful truth straight 
away. They had lost both engines. The 150 ton Airbus had, in 
the space of a minute, been converted to a 150 ton glider. Aircraft 
often encounter bird strikes, said one commentator afterwards. 
True — but this time, the birds had won..... The rest of the flock 
flew on, but man’s great white bird couldn’t. The speed of the 
Airbus through the air gave it the lift from its wings. But the air 
which gave it its life also brought its inevitable doom. For the air 
caused friction, reducing the speed and reducing the lift. It was 
only a question of time before the Airbus, creature of the air, had 
to return to the earth whence it came. There was only one hope, 
the third element. But an emergency today on water offered 
marginally more hope than one on earth, in the built-up suburbs 
of the ‘greatest ciddy in the world’, to use the words of 
Ledderman. 

The Airbus, king of earth and air, was forced to try its luck 
in an element for which it was ill-suited — water. With great skill, 
the pilot got it down in one piece — but was it really just his hand 
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— or was it the Hand to which King George VI alluded in his 
Christmas Broadcast of 1939.... May the Almighty Hand guide 
and uplift us all.... >! 

Had it suited the Almighty on this occasion to uplift them 
all, to guide Sullenburger’s hands so that the aircraft came down 
in one piece, not the hundreds which any aviation expert would 
have expected? Almost all attempts at water crash landings have 
ended in disaster. Modern jets are not flying boats. Was that air 
crash intended to be another important piece of a complex jigsaw 
puzzle which God has chosen to reveal, through His Webs of 
Destiny? 

One noticeable common factor between the Perpignan air 
crash and the New York one was the fact that, in both cases, the 
aircraft involved was an Airbus A-320. Did they both have to be 
buses, so as to constitute God’s reply to the Atheists in England? 
On 27° November, 2008 the Air New Zealand Airbus A320 
crashed into the waters of the Mediterranean. The buses rolled 
out of the garages on 6" January and the US Airways Airbus 
A320 crashed on 15" January. Was this complex web of 
interconnected threads in destiny, God’s reply? As I wrote that 
question, the following words came into my mind: 

“If you want signs on buses, I’ll give you signs on buses. 
But Mine are not crude and boring like yours — Nor do Mine 


>! Just before he uttered those words, the king had recited a poem which ‘by 
coincidence’ had been sent to him as he was preparing his speech to the 
nation. 


I said to the man who stood at the gate of the year 
Give me a light that I may see into the darkness 
And he replied to me, Hold to the Hand of God, 
For that shall be to you, better than light 


And safer than as known way 
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ooze uncertainty, quite the reverse! Mine are subtle and 
uncompromising. Your campaign cost £140,000. Two 
Airbuses are closer to £140M....and I have barely begun! Cost 
to the insurers - £140M, Cost to Me — two dozen geese. Does 
the word ‘disproportionate’ spring to mind?” 

The world’s airlines will be wishing Ariane Sherine had 
never opened her mouth. She’s a comedy writer, but the script 
she has been responsible for penning » is no joke. But maybe it 
is not her script at all. Maybe, like Dan Brown, she’s just another 
actor in a greater play, a play penned by the same Hand that 
guided Sullenburger’s? 


66. The Signature, like a Mouse 


And if you look in the fine print at the end of this particular act 
of the play, you'll find the signature of the Author, a signature 
written according to the insight of Andre Malroux, “Coincidence 
is when God doesn’t want to sign His name’. It’s a little like the 
mouse in Cuneo’s steam railway paintings. 

I only found the signature by chance when I was trying to 
find the identity of the Airbus which came down in the Hudson. 
I discovered that the aircraft was N106US - nothing I could see 
that was significant there. But as I glanced down the data, I saw 
the significant number — the one on the engines which had ceased 
to thunder — like the organ in Holy Trinity Cathedral on 21* 


» A curious pun, I thought, as I changed the original text from which she 
wrote to which she penned, but then thought, no she was responsible for 
penning. For in that pun lies a clue to the real pen behind this script. 
Remember the penning gauge which was the connection between my D Phil 
research at Oxford and the original PhD research done by the Professor from 
Freiburg. ( see Section 59). It was a reminder of helium alpha, alpha He and 
Omega. 30/08/2009 8:44:31 p.m. 
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December 2008, the 20" anniversary of Lockerbie. 

The engines were CFM56s — Type 584... Code 584 is 
Helium-alpha, He-a. A-He...and w — Alpha He and Omega, Let 
the organ thunder! Thus sayeth the carol. But now the engines 
were crippled — silent. They could thunder no longer. “It was like 


> 


being in a library,” said one survivor. How many of them were 
not only hoping that the atheists were wrong, in their hearts but 
also in their deeds? How many of them were actively praying to 
the GOD that ‘PROBABLY DOES NOT EXIST’? 

Did the God who ‘probably does not exist’ send His flock of 
His flying creatures, in perfect formation, to quote the words of 
the co-pilot, directly into the path of man’s flying creature, 
knowing they would knock out that very sensitive miracle of 
engineering, the aircraft jet engine? And were those birds a 
metaphor for something else, another of God’s Creations, one 
He has already set on course, directly against the works of men? 
(Thought — Convergence of the Twain will come with the 
precision of the giant iceberg and the Titanic.) Is that giant rock, 
that mini world currently en route for its date with destiny, with 
the little blue planet. Every bit as fragile as a CFM 56-584.. 

Did it have to be that plane, that flight, with that ending, to 
convey the message that the Maker intended. The birds struck at 
1527 — 3.27 pm — the death code, a warning for America. Next 
time, they won’t be so lucky! There were no deaths because a 
critical message depended on their being no deaths. 

Book 4195 22" January 2009 


67. The Weighing Code 155-7 


And what is the number that links the two Airbus disasters, the 
two A320s, that came down in the water, the element they 
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cannot cope with? It was the number of life and death — 155-7. 
In New York, 155 lived; at Perpignan, 7 died. So thus it is 
written, between the two Airbus crashes code 155-7. Was it not 
another example of the 557 thread in destiny, and a singularly 
powerful one at that? For in that thread is the warning of 
Judgement on death to come for all. 


68. Dieu et Mon Droit 


So, heed the message of the ‘miracle on the Hudson’. It is not 
meant to be a story of an all-American hero, a publicist’s dream. 
He was just an actor in a play, just as were the seven who died on 
the first Airbus. They died because of the errors of men, almost 
certainly software errors — not errors in the engines the....... 
But N106US had different engines which carried a little 
signature to prove my words. The birds were pulled into those 
great fan blades, shattering the delicate balance. Within seconds, 
their 40,000 HP of thrust was gone.... Man’s winged creature 
was powerless. Only the speed of the air over the wings kept it 
flying. And air friction was reducing that speed with every passing 
minute. And so the Airbus, commuter between earth and air 
found itself in an element for which it was ill suited — water. 
God’s weak flying executives, had brought down man’s — 
with great precision, all part of God’s message — part of a warning 
to Barack Obama for his inauguration. Remember God does 
exist and ALL MEN are Judged by God.....and so are all nations. 
God chose to reiterate that message to the new King of New 
Zealand the very next day. Obama’s great victory came on the 
slogan of change for America. And New Zealanders too wanted 
change. So Helen Clark was dumped and John Key won the New 
Zealand election on 8 November, a mere four days after 
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Obama's victory on the 4". Both victories were reported in Time 
magazine for 17 November — Code 1117 - the warning of the 
sings of the End of the World. * And both carried 2297 in their 
electoral progress — the Code for the Apocalypse. 

Key was duly sworn in as Prime Minister on 19th November 
2008. But he chose only to affirm the Oath of Allegiance, not 
swear it before God. Thus he proclaimed himself to be an atheist 
Jew. His mother was an Austrian Jew who emigrated to New 
Zealand after the War. Was it any surprise that he only affirmed? 
Like most wealthy and successful financiers, what other God 
would they have but money? His attendance at any Christian 
festivities over Christmas was on a par with his famously atheist 
predecessor, Helen Clark. But he did agree to attend Chinese 
New Year celebrations. And it was after addressing that 
assembled throng that he stumbled on his way from the podium 
and fell against his right arm, breaking it in two places. 

As soon as I heard that Key had broken his arm, I saw the 
message. It was the same message as came for Prince Charles on 
28" June, 1990. He fell from his horse during a polo match at 
Cirencester, shattering his right arm in two places. At that very 
moment, our Boeing 757 jet had just left the runway at Heliopolis 
airport in Cairo. He crashed to the ground as we soared into the 
air. We had just been to the site of Akhenaten’s “City of the Sun’ 
at Tel el Amarna. He was the first contemporaneously recorded 
man in the history of the world to proclaim that there is but one 
God. Many writers have suggested that Akhenaten was the real 
man behind the myth of Moses. Even that notable Jew, Sigmund 
Freud, in his last book, put forward that hypothesis.... 

We had written to Prince Charles, trying to explain to him 
about signs, coincidences, the warnings God gives, and the 


°3 See The Madeleine and 1117 in our book Mary, Daughter of Elohim 
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meaning of his broken right arm. The motto of the Kings of 
England is “Dieu et Mon Droit’ — ‘I trust in God and my right’ 
...arm...as well as divine... 

The message was “Your right arm is useless. You have no 
divine right.... You are left only with trust in God..... So look to 
God — or else.....pay the price!” But Prince Charles had no 
interest in the story of Akhenaten or any interpretation of 
Pharaoh’s real life dream/nightmare. If only he had listened, he 
would have been able to read the signs that come to him on other 
forms of transport — not buses of the air or land variety, but trains. 

Before his wedding, there came the choice — Duchess or 
Coronation? After he had chosen that woman, came the signs of 
the new choice. The signs came in the place built by the men who 
created the first Prince of Wales, King Edward I, perhaps the 
greatest of England’s kings. And the signs were confirmed with 
an astonishing link to Edward the Last, Edward VUI, the last 
Prince of Wales. And the sign which came in Conway on 14" 
March 2006 was quite inspired. He had chosen the Duchess, 
imagining he can have both. “Wrong!!” proclaimed the signs a 
year on from the one he failed to read when he rode in the hills 

So, when Key broke his arm, it seemed very much a warning 
sign to the atheist Jew who has been such a key (keen?) supporter 
of Israel’s cruel assault on Gaza. His silence spoke volumes, just 
as did that of Sir Thomas More. The message was very clear to 
the new King of New Zealand — Dieu et Mon Droit! It is in the 
royal coat-of-arms. New Zealand purports still to have Queen 
Elizabeth II as a notional Head of State. But the real king is Mr. 
Key. 

Was it chance that, on my way to Countdown to pick up a 
copy of the Wellington paper, the Dominion Post, 1 noticed a 
stationary freight train in Papakura Station. Being a life-long 
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trainspotter, a far better choice than golf, it turns out, I went to 
investigate. It was stopped because the lead loco had broken 
down. Its number was the Alpha and Omega Code for ‘Key’. 
Behind it was another loco, 4507. Alpha and Omega Code 507 
is World’s End. That was on the night of 13" January. So, is it 
really all just chance? Or is it incredibly precise orchestration in 
space and time in a manner which we can barely begin to 
comprehend? 


69. Fear and Terror 


On the front page of the NZ Herald for 19" January were the 
four items so strongly emphasised in my Codes for the past seven 
weeks. Above the masthead is the Hudson Airbus, No. 2. The 
main article is about Obama’s train — metaphorical and literal — 
his ‘progress’ from Philadelphia to Washington. To the right is a 
long column about Key and his broken arm. And at the very 
bottom is the latest on the first Airbus — the first information 
from the black boxes. “The pilots screamed in terror.’ 

The question is “Did that terror continue beyond the grave?” 
Did they go to heaven or to hell? The signs to us over the weeks 
since the crash indicate that one at least went to heaven, the Air 
New Zealand pilot from Howick. The Codes gave no information 
on the rest. But he was just part of a bigger picture confirming the 
message from the spirit of Mary Magdalen and the spirit of 
Akhenaten’s daughter and all the meaningful coincidences which, 
over the years, have authenticated the stories of both these 
women. They are indeed true Gospels for the End Times. 

And was the choice of US Air Flight 1549 not itself deo 
inspired? For in 1549, there came the first ever Prayer Book in 
English, that of Thomas Cranmer. England had broken free from 
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the corruption of Rome. So was it not appropriate that Flight 
1549 should be chosen to compete the messages on the buses — 
Airbuses? 12.14.41 

On death, there is Judgement for all. But if that series of very 
meaningful coincidences is indeed intended to convey that 
message, it can only mean that the message has a Source and the 
meaningful coincidences are orchestrated by a Composer. (I hear 
the TV news item — No images from Auckland — none at all — 
pathetic. And they are already saying how great they are. 6.08 
5.57/8/9/6.00) 

That Source, that Designer, has to be beyond any concepts 
we have of space and time. He — not an inanimate ‘It’ not a 
vindictive ‘She’....He chooses to give elements of the future — 

(I hear parts of Gaza look as if an earthquake has hit. I 
wonder if there will be an earthquake in Israel — rare in the 
Middle East — but not unknown....12.21.59 — 12.222.00) 

He has chosen to give elements to us as numbers or symbolic 
pieces of a jigsaw. He has chosen, on occasion, to inspire novelists 
with images of what was to come — Morgan Robertson, Nevil 
Shute, Alexander Sirdar III..... (On re Kate Winslett and de 
Caprio — Titanic and Enigma.) 

He has inspired musicians like Handel and Vaughan 
Williams, Elgar and the many composers of the great hymns of 
the past three centuries. Then there are painters like John Martin, 
William Blake, Brueghel, Holbein in his early days and ditto 
Monet when he produced his trainspotting pictures at Gare St. 
Lazare and his Impression Sunrise and the Harbour at Le Havre. 

God has chosen to weave a Web of Destiny over the course 
of the last three and half millennia. We have gradually, over the 
last quarter of a century, been led to see the intricate strands. 

These Airbus disasters are just the final strands in my 


scientific proof that GOD DOES EXIST - and there is no 
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‘probably’ in it. The odds are so overwhelmingly in favour of that 
conclusion that there is no need for ‘Probably’. Has God chosen 
to play the Atheists at their own game? On 6" January, they 
celebrated the Feast of Epiphany, the coming of the Three Wise 
Men, with a series of advertisements on 200 London buses and 
600 others around Britain proclaiming: 


GOD PROBABLY DOES NOT EXIST 
SO, STOP WORRYING 
AND ENJOY YOUR LIFE 


70. Erebus White-out 1 


On 28" November 1979, a McDonnell-Douglas DC10 left 
Auckland on a sightseeing flight to Antarctica. It never came 
back. It was in part an act of God, but it was an error by man 
that led to the fatal conjunction. The sunny views of the white 
ice, blue sky had changed to grey cloud and then suddenly 
blinding white mist. That was all the pilots could see, a brightness 
outside the cockpit..... It shouldn’t have mattered. It was no 
worse than thick fog — just lighter. And they could land in fog at 
Auckland, thanks to the wonder of ILS and man’s other 
instruments. They should have been able to fly out of the dense 
white mist into the light of day. 

But no one on the flight deck knew that someone in 
Auckland had entered the wrong coordinates into the plane’s 
navigational system. The first they knew was that something was 
badly wrong when another of man’s instruments whooped into 
life, probably the one that strikes fear into the most hardened and 
experienced pilot -Whoop Whoop — Pull up - Pull up —- Whoop 
Whoop — Pull up — Pull up........ It was the ground proximity 
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detector. The captain had not time to give the engines full 
throttle and put the nose up, and veer to left or right. For the 
lower slopes of Erebus became the mountain proper in seconds. 
The aircraft disintegrated in a terrible roar....200 tons of aircraft 
pummelled into the mountain at 400 mph. The aircraft was 
reduced to fragments. Only the Koru on the tail remained to show 
whence the wreckage came. Had the 257 crew and passengers gone 
from one white out to another, from a white light outside the 
aircraft windows to the bright white light so many have described 
in Near Death Experiences? 

But the disaster soon turned from white out to whitewash as 
the Judge, Peter Mahon, QC struggled to establish what had 
caused the disaster. Air New Zealand discovered the awful truth 
fairly early on, but it was a truth they dared not face, even less 
have made public. It had to be pilot error, not airline error. Judge 
Mahon spoke of an ‘orchestrated litany of lies’ with which had 
had been presented by the witnesses from Air New Zealand. 

But even the faith of the Judge in New Zealand’s justice 
system was shaken when he found his report overturned, for 
airlines have powerful friends. But ultimately, truth has a more 
powerful One. So was it really chance that the next major Air 
New Zealand loss came exactly on the 29" anniversary of the 
Erebus disaster? Was it God using the flawed medium of men to 
say again — “Are you sure there is nothing but the material world? 
Are you sure that the greatest minds in creation are the minds of 
men?” 

For there were other signs of destiny all around that day. 
And gradually I was led to see them. The Airbus was born in 
France, at Airbus Industrie in Toulouse. And it died in French 
waters, almost into Spain.... The French speak English in a very 
characteristic way. And they roll their ‘t’s.... So, when the young 
Frenchwoman reporting live from the beach near Perpignan on 
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the night of 28" November talked of the aircraft, she called it the 
‘Airrebus’.....an exact homophone for Erebus.... So did the Air 
New Zealand Airbus have to come down in the one country in 
the world whose language makes that link? So there is Erebus 
twice, once in time and once in space? 

And now, on 21 January, when all the TV news was about 
President Obama’s inauguration, I flicked open the NZ Herald 
and it fell open at a headline, “Air New Zealand Crash Victims 
Back Home’. Now Air New Zealand is orchestrating a rather 
nasty exercise in nationalism. Standing under the engine of a 747, 
the coffins are draped in NZ flags. There is a tacky song by a well- 
known New Zealand folk singer, Dave Dobbins, Welcome 
Home, and then the CEO begins his eulogy, claiming these men 
died for their country, a literal interpretation. It was true that 
they had died for their country because Air New Zealand is a 
nationalised airline. The government bought it out to stop it 
going bust in 2001. But it is just a nationalised industry like any 
other. British Railways was nationalised in January 1948. The 
drivers and firemen who died in the Harrow accident, which took 
110 other lives in October 1952, were also killed doing their job. 
Did anyone have the stupidity to say they died serving their 
country? Did they have coffins draped in flags? No! In those days, 
there was common sense, not corrupted values and everything 
orchestrated by PR departments, all messengers of hype and lies. 

Those men on Flight 8888 were just doing the jobs they did 
every day of their working lives. Admittedly, this job had a bit 
more variety than the normal, high-tech bus services which was 
the norm. The truth is that they died doing the everyday jobs for 
his airline, jobs which they had been paid to do. Yes, it was a 
slightly different jaunt from the usual — just picking up a plane 
for a certification flight to officially return the plane from its two 
year hire to German XL Airways back to Air New Zealand. There 
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was no risk, anyone thought, no more than any time a pilot opens 
the throttles and takes a plane down the runway, V1, V2, rotate, 
CLS li 
Now suddenly, it was all being manipulated by Air New 
Zealand to try to put the deaths of these men into the context of 
some great sacrifice for New Zealand, to put a positive spin on 
the disaster in France. “It wasn’t our aircraft,” an Air New 
Zealand spokesman had said shortly after the disaster, “And it 
had German pilots.” Yes, the small print on the tail plane still 
had D-DXLA...showing its German registration. But it had been 
repainted, ready for handover back to Air New Zealand. On its 
return, that registration would be painted out and again it would 
become ZK-OJL for the flight back to Frankfurt and, via a couple 
of stops, to Auckland. 

But it already had the Koru on the tail. It did not say XL any 
more. And just as with the DC10 on Erebus, the only 
recognisable piece of a plane which the French had managed to 
recover was the tail fin. Now, instead of the Koru on the icy 
slopes, it was the Koru just beneath the waves..... And that has 
been the emblem of the disaster whenever that plane crash comes 
up on TV news. 


71. The Homecoming - White Out 2 


I read the first paragraph of the article in the NZ Herald on ‘the 
homecoming’. Suddenly I had a vision of that DC10 cockpit. I 
seemed to be seeing it from where the pilot saw it just as I had 
that afternoon at Auckland airport on UA842 after our arrival 
back from Melbourne. I saw the white outside the windows - 
nothing but luminous white. And then it hit me. The message 
was reiterated in those four coffins. There was a stunning 
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reminder of Erebus in those four coffins, because there should 
have been five. Five New Zealanders died on that A320 Airbus. 
But the remains of only four men have been recovered from the 
sea. One body is still unaccounted for. The body of the engineer 
from Auckland, Murray White, has not been found. Suddenly I 
saw it all so clearly — another symbol, another sign from God, 
another very meaningful coincidence linking straight back to 
Erebus and screaming the word — destiny — and perhaps more. 

Two words had come into my mind. Was it inspiration from 
the spirit of Captain Collins, the man they tried to blame for the 
Erebus disaster? Was his spirit now linking into my mind? Here 
was Air New Zealand orchestrating something else, for their 
benefit, to put a better gloss on it all. ‘Incidents’ are bad news for 
airlines. They hate the word ‘accident’ — a bit like Macbeth — 
always referred to as ‘the Scottish play’ in the theatre. The two 
words came into my mind, almost one, but slightly separated — 
‘White...out’. Of course! White was missing....his coffin should 
have been in the line — but it was not there. White...out of the 
line of coffins. White Out — and this is the title of a NZ-privately 
published book on the Erebus disaster, by Michael Guy, a book 
which I had taken off a shelf in my library on Saturday, 20" 
December whilst looking for something to show me the difference 
between a Boeing 737 and an airbus A320....God...Was the 
Source, God, choosing to link Perpignan once again to the end for 
Flight TE901? Did those word White Out come from the Mind 
of God, becoming the Voice in my mind? 

So, in the missing body, is there intentional another link to 
Erebus? Is that intended to be a warning, a final, external 
verification that, even though man’s justice is flawed, even decent 
judges overturned, there is a greater Source which nothing can 
distort? 

Whiteout.... Whitewash, and now they are at it again with 
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ceremonies heavy on PR and feel-good, light on respect for the 
dead or reverence for God. There was a New Zealand pop singer, 
Dave Dobbin, singing Coming Home on his guitar. Then Fyfe 
came up with his nationalist jingoism. And finally there was 
‘special Air New Zealand’ haka, a Maori war dance. It struck both 
Jenny and me how incongruous it all was. Where was the 
recognition that these men had gone to God, to His Judgement? 

Only the night before, we had watched Ross Kemp in 
Afghanistan. | am not a great fan of the British fighting American 
wars. I got the idea to check the TV listings about ten minutes 
before it started. We'd forgotten it was on in previous weeks. 
(Jenny had said she wanted to watch it as he was trying to see how 
the young soldiers reacted to war, but we had missed earlier 
programmes in the series.) About half way through this episode, 
there was a memorial service for a soldier who had recently been 
killed. His body had been flown back to Britain and another 
soldier had put together an AV to show the repatriation. And there 
was the Service, led by an army chaplain. There was no silly war 
dance there. These men knew they could die tomorrow, a land 
mine, a booby trap in the road, a sniper, a rocket.... The priest 
intoned the words “He is dead to this world but not dead to God” 
And it was noticeable that there were no signs on the armoured 
Landrovers saying “THERE IS PROBABLY NO GOD”. You 
don’t find atheists on battlefields. They strut their shallow beliefs, 
or lack of them, from the safety of home or office, or their 
comfortable university chairs. 

Later, one of the soldier said “I cried out to God. There was 
no one else.” Later, they said they'd signed up years before when 
there was no likelihood of having to fight anybody, maybe a bit of 
‘peacekeeping’ in Northern Ireland but not all-out war like this. 
They said you have to take your lot. They declared they were not 
fighting for anyone else, just each other. It was only this that kept 
them safe. 
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As for ‘STOP WORRYING!’,, how do you do that when a 
bomb or a bullet may find you before the next meal? As for 
‘ENJOY YOUR LIFP., it’s a bit difficult in a heat of 40°C, with 
a 30 kg pack, under fire from an enemy you cannot see, and 
knowing that most of the people back in Britain couldn’t care 
less whether you live or die. They are too busy enjoying their lives 
to worry about the rights or wrongs of the War in Afghanistan. 
You can only trust the men around you. And perhaps, deep 
down, some of them did trust in God. But it’s not macho to say 
So. 

But who can the atheists trust? They are so self-obsessed — 
probably nobody at all. Doubtless, their ‘friends’ are cast in the 
same mould. All these things came together — signs that there is 
a destiny, that God is real, and that the atheists are fools, arrogant 
fools who don’t want to see. 

Yes, there are signs all around that God is real. Another one 
had come much earlier in the Airbus disaster chronology, also in 
connection with Murray White. It was the morning of 12° 
December. Pd been thinking of the Airbus crashing into the sea 
and the fact they couldn’t find the bodies. Suddenly I became 
aware of a ‘voice’ linking into my mind, the spirit of one of the 
men on that Airbus....” The body doesn’t matter. Only the soul 
matters. I’m still alive...” 

But which one could it be? Could it be the pilot, another 
Code repeat with respect to Lockerbie....’d discovered that both 
the pilot, Brian Horrell, and the engineer, Murray White, came 
from the Howick area. Could I find them in the phone book, I 
wondered. There was a Brian Horrell — could be him. But White 
is a nightmare name — like Smith or Ng, even in the Auckland 
phone book. 

There was no obvious Murray White, aircraft engineer, but 
there was perhaps a significant Murray White, one who made 
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signs for a living. And in the five weeks since, there have indeed 
been many more signs. 

And some of those signs confirmed that it was indeed the 
spirit of the Air New Zealand pilot, Brian Horrell, who had 
linked into my mind, as part of the proof that there is a destiny 
and that GOD DOES EXIST, whatever the atheists want to 
proclaim. It seems that this is all part of God’s reply to their 
campaign... 

"If you want signs on buses, I’ll give you signs on buses. 
You stick to bendibuses. I put Mine on ones that don’t bend. 
They break. I’m not your ‘flexible friend.’ There’s no credit 
with Me. Everyone pays the price....at the time of My 
choosing.” 12.59 

Heed the signs I have given in the things that came 
before, the events themselves and the things which have 
followed since. Heed or perish. I care not which choice you 
make, but rest assured, you most certainly will, in the time of 
my choosing. And so if it makes you happy, in the short term 
at least, stop worrying and enjoy your lives. Have fun. 
Alternatively you could try using the minds I gave you to 
make sense of reality. Do you seriously imagine you were put 
here just to be happy, get rich and have fun. If so you are even 
more stupid than I would have credited. So, by all means, have 
fun for the little time that remains to you all.“ 

21st January 2009 
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HELL IS REAL 


72. A Very Strange Echo of Lockerbie At 
Christmas 


Was it really just chance that caused the meaningful 
coincidences, which spelled ‘fire’ so clearly when we visited 
Australia in February 1996? At the time we were wondering 
about moving to Australia. I was out of work at the time because 
I had put morality before employment with a firm of Auckland 
consulting engineers. We had met one of Jenny's cousins, Jamie 
and his wife Lynette, at their family celebrations in Auckland on 
Christmas Day in 1995. They invited us to go over and visit them 
on their kangaroo sanctuary just to the north of Sydney. When 
they gave us their address and phone number I was astonished by 
the coincidence. Their phone number was **651 2557. For not 
only did it include the 557 code which predicted the crash of Pan 
Am Flight 103 at Lockerbie on 21% December 1988, * but what 
really amazed me was that it also included 651, the flight number 
of the latest plane crash, which had occurred just four days earlier, 
on 21st December 1995. ** °° American Airlines flight 651 was a 


4 Lockerbie is located at 55°7’N 3° 21’ W 


» At this point, I suddenly realised that exactly 7 years had elapsed between 
the two plane crashes. Seven years is sometimes 2557 days, sometimes 2556 
days depending upon the fall of the leap years. So I went up to the house to 
find a Julian Day calendar, one of which is printed as an appendix at the end 
of our book Diana Beyond The Veil When as I got up to the house, I first 
thing I noticed was the cooker clock, which showed 5.07, the code for 
World's End The Julian Day calendar gave me the numbers do the calculation 
. In this case the elapsed seven years was only 2556 days. 18/05/2009 
10:40:08 p.m. 


°6 This was the date in New Zealand where we were when the plane crashed at 
21:38 hours local time on 20 December 1995. 160 of the 164 people on board 
were killed. 
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Boeing 757 on a flight from Miami, which had crashed in 
mountainous terrain on its approach to the airport at Cali, 
Columbia. The pointers in coincidence in that phone number 
could not be ignored. Perhaps given my unfortunate experiences 
with two firms of consulting engineers in Auckland, we were 
being guided to try our luck in Australia. 


73. Fire Signs in New South Wales in 1996 


We decided to take up Jamie and Lynette's offer, so that was why 
we came to Sydney at the end of February, 1996. Almost 
immediately, we found ourselves confronted by more 
coincidences, signs of fire. The day we landed in Sydney, the 
Roman Catholic Parramatta Cathedral burned to the ground. 
The next day, we attended the Ash Wednesday service in 
Sydney's Anglican Cathedral. Our attempts to discuss God’s 
signs in coincidence and disaster met with a stone wall of silence 
from the Catholic Church in Parramatta — but what would you 
expect of God’s self-proclaimed representatives on earth? 
However the signs en route told us we were right. On the way to 
Parramatta, we came across a large barbecues and fires shop called 
Blaze. Next to the name of the shop was its address, written out 
in fairly large letters No. 557 Parramatta Road. 

We made little progress on the employment side in 
wastewater treatment, or in promoting our books during that 
visit to Sydney. But as we still thought it possible we might move 
to Australia, we opened a bank account at Dural, New South 
Wales with ANZ. A few years later we discovered that we had 
been cheated by this big Australian bank. Greedy ANZ had 
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introduced charges on an account that had none when we opened 
it. That was why we had chosen it. The $600 that transferred 
into that account with had been reduced by over a third. ANZ 
never notified us of the introduction of charges, although they 
did have our home address in Auckland. The best they could say 
was that it was announced in The Australian, a newspaper that 
does not circulate in New Zealand. Despite our heartfelt protests 
about how unfair they were, ANZ refunded less than half of the 
money they had stolen. They had had no costs in operating our 
account, had sent no statements but had had the use of our 
money. Perhaps that experience was an indication of things to 
come, as banks, especially Australian banks, have got greedier and 
greedier. 

For it is exactly the same greed, writ large, the same lack of 
morality that has led the Australian-owned New Zealand banks, 
which is all the major banks, to rack-up their profits from $2 
billion stripped out of New Zealand economy in the year 2000 
to $4.5 billion stripped out of the New Zealand economy in 
2008. Rather too late in the day, New Zealand governments are 
concerned about the sale of strategic assets. It's funny how I'd 
said to Jenny before we came to New Zealand in 1994 that the 
Australians were the Americans of the South Pacific. How right 
I was. 

Our last full day in Australia was 29" February, 2-29-96.... 
back to code 229. Just two days later, Australia elected John 
Howard. Isn't it funny how the great Australian drought began 
around then, the worst drought in its history. Howard was the 
man who brought the gospel of greed to Australia in full measure. 
Then he followed America in the pursuit of ‘freedom’ for the likes 
of him and his mates in big business. It is all so intricately 
connected. And now, the whole world is reaping as it has sown. 

On 27" January 2009, the TV News informed us that it was 
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Australia's longest heat wave since 1908. The NZ Herald 
reported on 28" January that temperatures in Adelaide had 
reached 45.7°C. It was the anniversary of the space shuttle 
Challenger’s destruction — in a ball of fire in 1986, just a few 
weeks before Jenny and I met for the first time. The shuttle in its 
death throes had described the headdress of Hathor. The shuttle’s 
hydrogen and oxygen fuel tanks exploded in a ‘Ra’ sun disc and 
the solid fuel booster rockets raced away to create the horns of 
Hathor. I learned of the space shuttle disaster in my World's End, 
Chelsea flat on the BBC's Nine O'clock News. By strange 
coincidence, earlier that evening, I had cut out the headdress to 
the stick on the photograph 

That shuttle flight was the ‘teacher in space’ mission. NASA 
was using it to revive flagging interest in the shuttle program. 
Ronald Reagan wanted a lesson from space for the children of 
America. And that was exactly what he got. It was just that the 
timetable had been changed. Humanities 101 became chemistry 
practical. Message — This is what happens to man when he 
challenges God. Was it all just coincidence? Or was it all intended 
to suggest that there was some basis of truth in these myths of 
old? According to the legends of the Ancient Egyptians, Ra, the 
sun god, the supreme God, sent Hathor in the form of Sekhmet, 
to destroy mankind by fire, after man turned against Ra and 
began to mock him. 


74. Hammers of God 


In 1939, the mercury in Adelaide had reached 46.1°C. On 28th 
January 2009, it reached only 45.7°C. In the Alpha and Omega 
codes, Code 228 refers to Revelation, the last book of the Bible, 
the visions of the Apocalypse of St John the Divine, the signs of 
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the End of the World. Code 229 is the Apocalypse code itself. 
229+228 = 457. And 1908 is of particular interest because that is 
when a meteor struck Tunguska in Siberia. Arthur C. Clarke, at 
the start of his novel Rendezvous with Rama, scribe the tongue 
busker impact before going on to describe a future, hypothetical 
impact of an asteroid on the plains of Northern Italy. 

In that 1973 novel, his choice of date and time of impact 
were definitely inspired. It was at 9:46am on 11th September, 
2077, when Clarke’s ‘Hammer of God’ struck the vicinity of 
Padua. Were those numbers chance — or were they God-given, 
inspired, flowing into the writer’s mind with a significance that 
could be known only to the Mind of the Creator, the Mind 
which lies outside both space and time? Are these numbers not 
yet more Fragments of an Outer Mind? 

For it was on another 11th September, 28 years later, that a 
Hammer of God did indeed strike the earth, at the heart of the 
Challenger, the nation that mocks God on every $1 note, the 
nation that would control all the earth. The Hammer of God 
struck New York, to be precise. Having stood in air for 29 years, 
the Twin Towers finally fell in fire, returning to the earth from 
which they came. They were symbols par excellence, cathedrals 
of mammon. For that false god is worshipped by all races, be they 
notionally Christian, Muslim, Hindu, Jew or anything else: they 
are all the greedy peoples on the earth today. 

Is it just coincidence that the faith of the peoples in 
Mammon is being shaken to its foundations as the global 
economy totters on the brink of ruin? “But the towers were hit 
an hour earlier than that,” will come back the experts. “8.46 is 
not 9.46.” The first plane struck the North Tower at 8.46 am, 
the second at 9.03 am. But the 946 Code is to be found in the 
hammers, not in the time of impact. Mohamed Atta flew 
N334AA into the North Tower at 8.46 am. Marwan al Shehi 
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flew N612UA into the South Tower at 9.03 am. Add 334 + 612 
and you will get 946..... So was Clarke’s choice of numbers 
inspired, even if his target location was not? But then, he couldn’t 
have the asteroid strike his spiritual home, the USA, the place 
that had turned at least a tiny part of his science fiction into 
science fact. 

And did it have to be a rather less competent Arab in charge 
on Flight 93? Perhaps the Capitol was not meant to be destroyed, 
as it linked to the decent, principled men who founded America, 
as distinct from the selfish and totally unprincipled men and 
women who have controlled is destiny for so many decades. 


75. The Fire Came By 


There is an Australian author called John Baxter, whose books 
link neatly into Clarke’s novel, Rendezvous with Rama as well as 
having a particular relevance to America in both fiction and non- 
fiction terms. John Baxter, too, wrote of the past. But whereas 
Clarke wrote of the Tunguska impact of 30th June 1908 in a 
single paragraph, Baxter wrote a whole book, The Fire Came By. 


76. The Hermes Fall 


And Clarke’s future asteroid impact on the plains of Italy also 
takes less than a page. Again Baxter wrote a whole book, The 
Hermes Fall. He chose an impact point which suggests very much 
the Mind of God speaking through his pen. The asteroid hits at 
a point in the Atlantic Ocean, 22°9’ W 46°31’N(?) off the Eastern 
seaboard of the USA. America is the first country in the world to 
feel the wrath of God, as the hundred foot tidal wave swept all 
before it. Is it just blind chance that Baxter chose 22°9’W when 
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code 229 in the Alpha and Omega Codes is the code for the 
Apocalypse, the end of the world. An asteroid, such as Hermes, 
striking the Earth would certainly be an ELE as they chose to 
describe it in the 1998 film Deep Impact. *’ ELE is an acronym 
for Extinction Level Event, one akin to the one which created the 
Gulf of Mexico and which is now believed to have wiped out the 
dinosaurs around 65 million BC. An asteroid impact truly would 
bring hell on earth and the end of the world as we know it. John 


*” Think also about the strange coincidence of the Deep Impact headlines in 
newspapers in February 2009 when two nuclear submarine collided 
somewhere in the Atlantic Ocean. The French nuclear submarine Le 
Triomphant collided with the British submarine HMS Vanguard, the oldest in 
the British fleet, on the night of the 34/4th February. The French navy 
reported on 6" February that the submarine had come into collision with 
something, probably a container, damaging its sonar. In typically devious 
fashion the British Royal Navy declined to comment at all until forced to by 
the media reports, some 10 days later. The anti-sonar devices on both 
submarines had been too effective it seems. Neither had heard the other but 
they had managed to collide with each other in an enormous volume of 
Atlantic Ocean. “It is absolutely a one in 1 million chance that the two 
submarines were in the same place at the same time” said Lee Willett, head of 
the Maritime studies programme at the Royal United Services Institute in 
London. It's a freak accident.” Stephen Saunders, a retired British Navy 
Commodore and editor of Jane's Fighting Ships said “The whole point is to go 
and hide in a big chunk of ocean and not be found. They tend to go around 
very slowly and not make much noise.” the closeness to nuclear disaster was 
not lost on many, apart perhaps from the First Sea Lord. Note the date of the 
collision. Its location is still “top secret’. But was this ‘Deep Impact’ collision 
intended to remind us of the event in the film of that name? In the blackness 
of space, is Sekhmet already en route for her rendezvous with the fragile blue 
planet, another freak one in 1 million event? Then there is the strange 
coincidence of how Eugene Shoemaker met his death in a car crash whilst 
searching for asteroid impacts in the vastness of Australia’s Northern 
Territory. That was on 18th July, 1997, the very week which marked the 
anniversary of the collision of the 23 fragments of Shoemaker-Levy 9 with 
Jupiter between 16 and 23" July 1994. Was that not another very unlike the 
impact of the most significant time? Perhaps there is indeed a destiny. Or is 
God just reiterating the warnings to a deaf world that doesn't care? 
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Martin's inspired The Great Day Of His Wrath which he painted 
in 1853, before such events were known, could be a depiction of 
just such an impact. 

In The Hermes Fall the asteroid strikes at 8.17 am and 8.17 
is another 229 Code, a time one. August 17", 8-17, is Day 229 
of a non-leap year. “Fiddling with numbers!” the skeptics can cry 
till they are blue in the face. It’s reading the signs — and the signs 
are all around, that the End is nigh for mankind, and especially 
for America. 

The Hermes Fall is of particular interest for another reason, 
a highly precise time connection. It was one evening in my study, 
when I was clearing disaster paperbacks to make room for other 
books, that I came across two copies of the same book, that book. 
I'd bought one in England and the other in New Zealand, some 
15 years apart. I suddenly realised the two books were one and 
the same. They looked quite different but one was the British 
‘Empire’ edition and the other the American edition. I looked at 
my watch as I went to make a note of this coincidence. The time 
was 5.57 pm on 19th August 2001 — three weeks before the Twin 
Towers were brought down, when Lockerbie came to America and 
brought the completion of the Chicksands prophecy with 22557. 

It was some years later before I actually read The Hermes Fall, 
in August 2004 to be precise. Shortly thereafter, I saw the deeper 
message ....that the truth has to be sanitised to make Americans 
feel safe, secure and happy. Baxter had lots of little vignettes in 
the book — seeing Americans, as most thinking ‘foreigners’ do — 
as vacuous people, a shallow society, overly concerned with self 
and appearance. In a 1926 book of short stories D. H. Lawrence 
described them as ‘a nation of shysters’. So Baxter’s barbed but 
accurate insights into the nature of Americans and America had 
to be censored. Americans must not have their illusions shattered, 
must not be allowed to realise how thinking people around the 
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world hold them in such contempt..... But they couldn't even 
bear it in a work of fiction. 

That’s why the American edition of The Hermes Fall is 
considerably shorter than the British Empire edition. But then, at 
that time, in 1978, the British allowed free speech; the Americans 
just talked of ‘freedom’, much as they do today. Their version of 
freedom is a long way from real freedom. Unfortunately, thanks to 
Bush, Blair and Howard, America’s version of ‘freedom’ has 
become Britain’s version of ‘freedom’ and Australia’s version of 
‘freedom’. And that all came from 9/11, or rather, from the 
Americans’ response to it. Just think how different the world might 
have been today, if some prominent Americans had dared to ask 
“Why do they hate us so? What can we do to address this 
problem?” The answer was glaringly obvious, but didn't suit a very 
powerful lobby in America . Instead, the few Americans brave 
enough to think, to speak out were ridiculed, ostracised or sacked 
from their jobs. Instead, the cowards, led by you know who, raised 
the flag and the sheep rallied to it. 

So is the Australian heat wave of 2008/9 intended in part to 
remind us of 1908, when fire raged in Australia, to remind us of 
John Baxter, the Australian who saw the truth about America and 
Americans. Was he inspired to write first The Fire Came By and 
then The Hermes Fall? Is the drought and the heat-wave part of 
the punishment for Australia for following America so slavishly? 
Now everywhere, but especially in Britain, there is a paranoia 
about security. 


77. The Elements Will Melt with Fervent 
Heat 


The previous ten days had carried our work forward to include 
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the Australian heat wave and its associated fires. I wrote the above 
article on 31st January. I intended to include it on my new 
website, www.goddoesexist.co.uk which is making only slow 
progress as world events and Jenny's declining health impede my 
progress. As well as working on the website, I am also writing my 
book explaining the meaning of the Airbus crashes, as well as 
giving all be supporting evidence of prior knowledge before the 
event. I explained the background to the very clear warnings that, 
on death, everyone goes to God's Judgement, unfashionable 
though the concept is in our selfish, corrupt and decadent world. 

After lunch, I went to get some morphine for Jenny. As I 
parked in the Roseland’s shopping centre car park, I couldn’t 
help but notice that the car in front and to my left had the 
registration plate ZE2297.* Code 2297 is the key Code for the 
Apocalypse. I looked down at my car mileage. The reading was 
229507 km. 229 was the earliest version of the Apocalypse Code 
which was first made known to us in November 1988, and was 
refined to 2297 in September 1989. 507 is the World’s End Code 
which I first encountered in July, 1985 but which I did not see 
for what it was until sometime in 1990. 


*8 ZE constitute the first two letters of the word zeal. Zeal 320 was the 
subsidiary of Air New Zealand which was set up to operate the Airbus A320s. 
The operating subsidiary has been in the news in recent months because of a 
labour dispute in which the cabin crew on the A320's claim that they are 
grossly underpaid compared with the cabin crew who work directly for Air 
New Zealand. Zeal 320 ceased to own the aircraft on the 26th November 
2008, just two days before one of those aircraft was destroyed at Perpignan. 
26th November is of course very important for other reasons in the Alpha and 
Omega codes. It is the anniversary of the opening of Tutankhamen's tomb in 
1922, another link back to Egypt and the story of Ankhsoun pa arten, 
Akhenaten's daughter. The webs of destiny are intricate indeed. 
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78. The Third Visit to The Tip 


On Thursday, 5th February, there was a knock on our front door. 
We was expecting the Hospice nurse. For the past year, Jenny, 
has had regular visits from Judith, the nurse from the South 
Auckland Hospice. Jenny struggles on bravely but it is clear she 
is becoming more and more tired. She has terminal cervical 
cancer, but it was not Judith. It was our next door neighbour, 
Alan Blake. We share his trailer. I do the repairs and get it 
through the Warrants.” I refurbished it in November 2008. That 
is all part of the ‘Airbus’ story, which is recounted in our book 
Balanced Observations. The trailer, now high-sided, was three 
quarters full of garden rubbish and tree prunings as we were 
tidying up our section. Alan needed the trailer urgently to help 
his brother move house. He had just had a phone call out of the 
blue. His brother had to be out of his rented property that 
afternoon. 

Rather curiously, a couple of weeks earlier, I had been ‘told’ 
by the Voice that I wouldn’t be taking the trailer to the tip again. 
However, I had been forced to start filling it again with garden 
rubbish as we tried to get to grips with the heavy growth in our 


°°? Warrants of Fitness. These are the New Zealand equivalent of the British 
MOT tests but not as thorough. WoFs have to be carried out every six 
months, on cars which are more than three years old. However trailers and 
caravans also have to have WoFs, unlike in Britain, where MOTs are not 
required for them. Given the number of trailers in use and the cavalier way 
that many New Zealanders treat them, WoFs are very much a necessity. 


6 Jenny had a sudden thought whilst she was typing this. At one point we got 
tid of some of our garden waste by burning it . That's rather a link to bush fires. 
She went and found the Council Notice which had been sent to us warning us 
that under the new Auckland Regional Council bylaw burning rubbish garden 
fires is prohibited. Some right-thinking neighbour had reported as. The letter 
was dated 18 March 2008. That was another End Times Anniversary. 
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rather neglected but extensive garden. I hadn’t been able to see 
how what the Voice had told me could be right, as the trailer was 
now three-quarters full of trees cuttings. But now, with Alan’s 
urgent requirement for the trailer, what the Voice had told me 
was now being proved correct in a way I could never have 
imagined. 

I quickly gathered up some more rubbish from our garden 
to fill the trailer and helped Alan rope it off. Then he took the 
trailer to the tip and emptied it for me so he could use it to “do 
the removal’.®' I had given him the $40 which the tip charged for 
a trailer load of garden waste and as requested, he had brought 
back the weighbridge receipt. Jenny had found it stuck in our 
door handle just after midnight on 6th February when she went 
to check the cats. One glance at it explained why he had been 
‘caused’ to take the trailer when he did. The first thing that my eye 
was drawn to was the time, 2.29 pm. The time of the final 
weighing had been 2.29 pm. Was this not confirming that the time 
now is indeed the ‘time of 229”? In the Alpha and Omega Codes, 
229 means the Apocalypse, the time of The Last Judgement, the 
Final Weighing for mankind. This was the third visit of the 
refurbished trailer to the tip, but only the second weighing. More 
deaths were indicated, but where and how? 

The weight recorded on the receipt was 230 kg, erroneous 
because neither Alan nor the weighbridge woman understood 
enough about basic physics. Alan had driven his car off the 
weighbridge so that only the trailer wheels were left on it. He 
forgot about the down-load on the car towbar. It's a three-point 
suspension-two wheels and the tow ball. You could add another 
50 to 60 kg for the towbar load. 


6! T am reminded as I write this that ‘Doing a removal’ is a term used by 
undertakers for collecting a body from a hospital or mortuary 
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But perhaps Alan had to make that mistake. Perhaps it had 
to be around 230 kg. The weighbridge weighs only to 10 kg 
accuracy. So, was it actually 226, 227, 228, 229, 230, 231 or 232 
kg? Only God knows, but they are all significant... linking to 
Ra, to God, to his covenant, the new covenant, Revelation, the 
end of the world and God's inspiration. .But the time was 
absolutely definitive. The time of that weighing was 2.29 pm on 
5" February. We do indeed live in the End Times. 


79. The Victorian Link 


And death was indeed about to come. The clue to the location of 
death to come lay in the date. Jenny gave the weighbridge receipt 
to me just after midnight on 6th February. It is the one day in 
the year when the ‘good people of New Zealand’ remember the 
Queen Empress, Victoria; or at least the Maori do. For the rest, 
it’s just another holiday, a lazy day of beach, bach, garden or of 
course, shopping. 6th February 1840 was the day the Maori 
chiefs signed the Treaty of Waitangi in the presence of the 
representatives of the Queen Empress. Henceforth they were all 


6 112 years on from Waitangi, came the death of King, New Zealand's King. 
Queen Victoria’s great-grandson, the last Emperor died on that very day, in the 
early hours of 6th February 1952. So that day is also Accession Day for Queen 
Elizabeth II, but no one remembers that in New Zealand, or indeed even in 
England. The gloss has long since worn off the second glorious Elizabethan era 
that never was. It was King George VI who died on that day, the same man 
who, on Christmas Day 1939, had reminded the Empire of the One Almighty 
Hand.... And was King George VI, both in birth and in death, Alpha and 
Omega, not yet more proof of Cranmer’s inspired words — “The Lord gives, and 
the Lord taketh away’? The young prince’s birth on 14th December 1895 came 
on the anniversary of Victoria’s blackest day, the day her husband, Prince 
Albert, died in 1864. That was one reason that King George VI was christened 
Albert, and known to the family as Bertie. 
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to be subjects of the Queen Empress and her rightful heirs and 
successors. But, here was the clue to the deaths to come, Victoria. 


It was in the manner of crossword clue. 


80. Clues And Cues 


On Saturday 7® February, Jenny had an appointment for her Qi 
Gong Chinese massage at Mt. Roskill. She had found these 
treatments helpful for pain relief over the previous eight years. It 
was to be a one-off Saturday visit. We had always gone on a 
Wednesday, but it was now going to be changed to another day 
- yet to be fixed. I had just filled the car with petrol at the 
Clevedon Road garage. Jenny hadn't been feeling too well earlier 
that morning and suddenly realised she hadn’t had any breakfast. 
So, after I had bought petrol, she had gone into the garage and 
bought a sausage roll. She didn’t look carefully at the packet. It 
was just a sausage roll. I decided to wait until we got to Mt. 
Roskill and get a much better and cheaper pie from the bakery at 
the top of the hill on the Dominion Road Extension. After 
visiting the bakery, I had gone up to the top of Mt. Roskill, the 
extinct volcano, now a potable water reservoir, and had a rest 
beneath the ‘sign of the star’. 

On our return to Papakura, we found a queue of traffic on 
the railway bridge not far from our home. Fortunately it was 
going, or rather hoping to go, in the opposite direction to us. It 
was rather unusual to see such heavy traffic on a Saturday tea- 
time. The wonderful new traffic lights at the cemetery were the 
main reason for the queue. I noticed a truck in the queue, in the 
middle of the railway bridge, and thought it was one of the 
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Winstone rock trucks. Those rock trucks, with registration 
numbers like ROCK 23 reminded me of the rocks from space. 
Comet Shoemaker-Levy 9 turned out to be a train of asteroids, 
23 in number which struck Jupiter, in succession, in July 1994 
producing the most powerful impacts which man has ever 
witnessed. But this time, I was wrong. The lead truck was a general 
haulage truck, but one which had a very significant number plate, 
CUE 557....Behind it there was indeed a Winstone rock truck 
whose registration plate was ROCK 17. Was the first truck 
indeed cue-ing another 557 event, and the second a reference to 
what the event was to be, a coded reference to when The Fire 
Came By? 


81. Hell on Earth 


As those clues, those signs were given to us in Auckland on that 
Saturday afternoon the inferno was beginning to ravage 
populated parts of the Australian State of Victoria. But it was 
only on the Sunday evening, that the news began to break on the 
New Zealand television news. By then it was thought that 35 
people had died. On Monday morning, 9th February,® the NZ 


® On 9th February 1995, the land information memorandum (LIM) was 
produced as part of the purchase process when we bought our present house. 
The LIM Report was generated at precisely 1557hrs. Completion on the sale 
took place on 17th February. We took possession on Saturday 18th February, 
exactly 19 years to the day since Jenny and I met first at Wembley. There are 
so many cycles in time, suggestive of destiny. We had found the US edition of 
The Hermes Fall at the Northcote bookshop on 17" Feb 1995, the very day 
we got completion on our house. I had found the first copy of the Hermes 
fall, the British Empire edition, at a charity shop in Banstead, Surrey on 30 
January 1990. It was at the same time in the same shop that I found my first 
ever copy of Bram Stoker's inspired novel The Jewel Of Seven Stars. That is a 
novel about the restoring to life of a Queen of Egypt, after 3000 years. And in 
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Herald carried a large front page headline - HELL ON EARTH 
— 84 dead, 700 homes destroyed, 2000 sq km of fire — set on a 
background of ‘Blaze’. Remember how in February 1996, the 
shop Blaze had been brought to our attention, the shop at 557 
Parramatta Road. Was this the meaning of the coincidence of the 
two trucks waiting in the queue just up from the cemetery lights, 
CUE 557 followed by ROCK 17, a reminder of ‘when the fire 
came by’ 

It takes something really dramatic for the NZ Herald to 
depart from the NZ-focussed trivia which normally fill its front 
page! Kevin Rudd, the Australian Prime Minister’s words were: 
“Hell in all its fury has visited the good people of Victoria in the 
last twenty four hours.” But they were not all good. Hell visited 
them all, good and bad alike. Yes, hell was certainly real for them, 
in this world. But was it not all intended to be just part of a 
greater canvas, part of the Judgement codes? Yes, hell is indeed 


real. 


82. More Signs of the End 


Seven days earlier, all of London's buses had been off the road. It 
was the first time it had ever happened. Even the Luftwaffe had 
never managed to do that at the height of the Blitz. And 


a way, that was precisely what we had been led to do when the spirit 
Ankhsoun pa artenn and had been sent to tell her story by linking into Jenny's 
mind in June, 1986. But then soon after that, her spirit stayed with Jenny. 
There will always three of us. Her spirit was never far away, another vital 
aspect of the proof of life after death, at least for those deemed worthy by 
God. And incidentally on 18" February, 1923 Howard Carter entered the 
inner chamber of Tutankhamen's tomb. In that chamber were to be found 
scenes of Ankhsoun's life with Tutankhamen, or rather Tutankhartenn, as he 
was then, before he betrayed her. 
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London's buses had taken the heavier snows of 1947 and 1962 
in their stride. But now it's all about ‘elf and safety and fear of 
being sued. Naturally, incompetence played a part, too, because 
although the main roads were gritted, the side roads which led to 
the bus garages were not. But was all of this not just another part 
of God’s reply to the atheist bus campaign in Britain. The date 
was 2™ February,2009, a date which of course could be written 
as 2-2-9. Was this God is saying something like “You want signs 
on buses? Fine! Signs on buses it is. Note the date!” 

This interesting item was reported on the 6 pm News 
bulletins in New Zealand on 3“ February.“ But there was a very 
interesting coincidence in the next item after the London ‘lack of 
buses’ story. In the ‘frozen wastes’ of “Northern England’, there 
was a most significant sign shown at a little T-junction on the 
A505 Royston-Newmarket road The clip, chosen by some video 
editor, showed a black sports car which had been wrecked beside 
the sign. The sign was pointing to Melbourne. Was that 
indicating that it was the place to look to next? And it was the 
next Monday, 9" February, seven days on.....2.2.9 + 7 ....2297 
....that the NZ Herald proclaimed HELL ON EARTH, just a 
little distance to the north west of Melbourne. The death toll 
continued to mount. 

The 10th February edition of the NZ Herald carried an 
account by a senior reporter from The Australian, which left me 
wondering which planet the fire planners live on. Here was a man 
who had been trained by the Rural Fire Service — expecting to be 
able to use plastic hose pipes and plastic buckets to fight fires... 
Had the trainers any experience of what happens when the fire 


6 That night 3/4th of February brought the ‘deep impact’ between the two 
nuclear submarines in the Atlantic Ocean. 
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comes by? It was a most interesting article — clearly indicating 
how the fire took everyone by surprise. He’d had twenty-five 
years of safety and security on his hill in eastern Victoria. ve had 
twenty-five years of anything but security, Jenny twenty three 
years. We have tried to follow the signs, guidance from a Source 
which lies outside space and time, a Source which has led us to 
where we are today — in a not very fashionable area of South 
Auckland, fulfilling our destinies, going about our everyday lives 
and finding them full of strange coincidences, linking us to world 
events far away..... proving to a world that doesn't care, that God 
really does exist. 

If as the sceptics claim, coincidences are merely random 
chance, then our following the signs over a quarter of a century 
should have left us with a totally random pattern of dots, lives in 
chaos. Instead, there is an incredible order of coherence in our 
experiences over that period as could be seen from reading a 
selection from over 20 books we have now written. 

The next day's edition of the NZ Herald, 11th February, had 
a headline “Why did so many die?” The time that I saw that 
headline was 8.46 am — a reminder of the first part of the 
‘Hammer of God’ which came for America on 9-11-2001, the 
time the first plane hit the North tower. 

The emphasis on arson irritated me every time | heard it. 
Are the Australian police any sharper than their Scottish 
counterparts were over the Lockerbie ‘bombing’? There are big 
question marks over whether there was any bomb at all. But you 
can do anything with forensics now, particularly when the 
political will to get someone is strong enough. 

The emphasis on arson was intended to direct public anger 
away from national and local government failings or the bad 
choices of the life-stylers who have populated these regions since 
the Ash Wednesday fires of 1983. Is it not another case of media 
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manipulation? These fires started in remote, inaccessible areas.... 
according to one report. That doesn’t fit with arson..... The 
emphasis on arsonists distracts attention from the main message 
— it’s a warning not only for Australia, but for the whole of 
mankind. The hand of man was responsible in various ways, but 
it was the coincidence with the Hand of God, the high 
temperatures and the winds, that turned the natural disaster into 
a technological tragedy. 

When the tidal wave struck the Bay of Bengal in December 
2004, the message given to me was clear — “To each according 
to their ways.’ And on that feast of Stephen, the signs of flood 
to come had already been given to me before the tidal wave struck 
And so it is now, with the Australians living their fashionable 
bush lifestyles. “To each according to their ways.’ 

And why did my neighbour have to take the trailer? Was it 
because his name is Blake, a reminder of his namesake William 
Blake’s portrayal of an aspect of God — The Ancient of Days — the 
old man with a beard and the dividers measuring with absolute 


precision. © It is a painting which now hangs on our dining room 


® Tt was one afternoon in March 1991, whilst I was in the Tate Gallery in 
London doing research on William Blake that I came across the works of John 
Martin. One of Blake's best-known paintings, indeed his personal favourite 
was his representation of an aspect of God as the Ancient of Days. He 
depicted a wise old man measuring precisely with his compasses. The Tate has 
a Blake Gallery which unfortunately does not have a copy of that painting. 
Blake said that one day he had a vision at the top of the stairs in his home. 
That was how he came to paint it. I later discovered that this was exactly the 
position I had hung our copy of the painting in Jenny's cottage in Epsom in 
1990. She'd found it in a second-hand furniture dealer's premises on the night 
that Margaret Thatcher was called to account. That very day, the shop owner 
had moved a wardrobe that had hidden the painting for a long time. The 
Tories had recently lost the Eastbourne by-election, one of the safest seats in 
the country. So who then could be safe? Was it just chance that that the 
Eastbourne by-election was held 666 days after Lockerbie? At first it seemed 
that Thatcher had won just enough votes, but it turned out to be not quite 
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wall. I flicked through the NZ Herald over breakfast — coming to 
the world news section, no longer a section in its own right, but 
for reasons of economy, recently relegated to a position inside the 
main paper. And there I discovered another very significant 
coincidence. A picture of a burnt-out trailer — exactly like the one 
weighed off at 2.29 pm on 5th February by Alan Blake. I 
photographed the picture next to our William Blake painting. 


83. Chance? Or Is it a New 
Hieroglyphics? 


Making things fit, am I? That’s what the skeptics will claim. “It’s 
all just chance.” But is it? Is that the same pathetic reply to the 
1000+ other ‘just chances’ of the past decade, let alone the very 
meaningful coincidences of the previous fifteen years? Or is it 
that, as a scientist, | have managed to decode a new language 
through which God has chosen to speak to mankind, in these 
latter days, a new form of hieroglyphs — a new ‘sacred writing”? 
Television reporters talk glibly of ‘mother nature’, fate, 
destiny — with no real comprehension of any of these terms. Then 
there was John Campbell intoning how the fire was ‘So very 
random ...’ beside him were the remains of melted car only a 
dozen feet from the spared chickens in the chicken coop. Was 
there not indeed a powerful message in this juxtaposition of life 
and death? Could it not be that the messages is that the chickens 


enough. Yes the compasses were precise indeed. Unfortunately, though her 
gospel still holds its evil sway around the planet. The recent financial collapse 
is merely the reaping of the harvest of the legacy of Thatcherism, built on so 
heavily by her devotees Blair and Brown. Yes there are many signs to be seen 
in both inspiration and in meaningful coincidence. 
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are coming home to roost for mankind. The elements will indeed 
melt with fervent heat. 

Some might think this talk of God at the End Times is the 
language of a religious nut. But that’s their loss. They put 
themselves on a par with the unimaginative, third-rate journalists 
who are the norm in New Zealand and Britain, men and women 
who seem totally unable to think for themselves, but who are 
good at praising themselves and giving each other awards for their 
‘pursuit of the truth’ and their ‘insightful’ writing. Journalists in 
New Zealand are too PC, too thick, too scared, or some would 
have it too ‘sensitive’ to write about our research. Yes, a sensitive 
journalist is rather an oxymoron, but that’s the excuse several 
used. to avoid doing an article which would have made people 
aware of the astonishing and incredibly meaningful coincidences 
surrounding the crash of the Air New Zealand Airbus in 
November 2008. “It’s too sensitive — We can’t touch that... 
People have died.” They have died in all the disasters which our 
Codes relate to, except for the ‘Miracle on the Hudson’ but they're 
not dying was just as important a part of the warning about what 
comes with death. 

What I say has not come over the wires. Nor has it been 
reported ‘overseas’, so it has no official stamp of approval. What 
I say is different. Nobody important has told them they should 
look at it, wonder about it. And they don't have the initiative to 
pick up things for themselves. In any case it's too complicated for 
99% of them as most have the attention span of an easily-bored 
gnat. There are no personalities involved. And if there really were 
messages from God, they would obviously come through priests, 
God's employees. No, I speak as I do at the conclusion of the Great 
Experiment which has been in progress for a quarter of a century 
and which is now drawing to a close. Neither my wife nor I 
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probably have much time left and that’s not something that 
saddens me greatly. °° 


84. Truth In Death 


Death is the way of the world, the one thing that is certain. After 
all, the rich manage to avoid taxes, thanks to creative accountants, 
but no professional, caring or otherwise, can save them from the 
Grim Reaper and the subsequent Judgement. Many thousands of 
people do die, every single day around the world. But modern 
man is childlike in his approach to death. X,Y have gone to peace, 
gone to Jesus....are in another room... gone to the light. Which 
priest dares to suggest they’ve gone to Judgment and possibly then 
to Hell? No, children mustn’t be scared by bogeyman stories. And 
modern men - and women are just children, emotional cripples 
who prefer to be shielded from the reality, that all are answerable 
for everything they do. It's all about the gospel of Richard and 
Ariana now. There is no God - stop worrying, enjoy your life, 
spend, spend, spend, consume, consume, consume, have fun, 


enjoy. But spare a thought for the planet. Stop using plastic bags. 


6° When I wrote this, I was really referring to my own death. Jenny did die 
some 10 weeks after I wrote this, and that event has saddened me greatly. She 
was the only person I really cared about in the whole world and the only one 
who has ever really cared about me. She is the only person who has ever 
helped me with my work. But she died surrounded by incredibly powerful 
proof that she was right and that I am right, whether the world likes it or not 
or heeds it or not. And Flammarrion too was right in the observations that he 
made in L'Inconnu, The Unknown in 1900. Meaningful coincidences do 
indeed increase in frequency around death. And they give us very powerful 
message is indeed. The events surrounding Jenny's death will be described in 
Going West, the seventh and final part of Fragments of an Outer Mind. 
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The ancients could cope with the truth. The concept is 
graphically clear in the 19 Dynasty Egyptian Books of the Dead 
which date from around 1300 BC. The dead go to Judgement, 
and thence to heaven or to hell. Of course, even in ancient Egypt, 
the assumption was always, “They’ve gone to the Elysian Fields 
of Paradise”. Naturally the rich could pay for more expensive 
papytus scrolls, with more chapters and so naturally got a better 
guarantee of passing the Judgment. After all, they had purchased 
a ‘top of the range’ ‘afterlife care’ product. It is so interesting to 
see that corrupt and lazy priests are nothing new. But, at least the 
Judgement was shown in the Books Of The Dead . No priest today 
dares even talk about God’s Judgement. Such talk really would 
put off the ever-declining number of punters who don't fill the 
churches. Instead, all that you get in church after church, 
whatever the denomination, is love, forgiveness and ‘Jesus saves’. 
But what if they're wrong? 

Part of the purpose of the Victorian fires is to reiterate to 
godless modern man that Hell is real. Americans are supposedly 
the most churchgoing folk on the planet and 90% of them 
apparently believe in heaven. But only 10% believe in hell. Now 
isn't that convenient? 

One purpose of our research is to make people wonder about 
a deeper meaning in disaster. Otherwise, all these deaths really 
are in vain. John Brumby, the Premier of Victoria, said, “Such 
tragic loss of life must never happen again.” It was rather silly 
comment. More deaths are inevitable because of the unwise 
choices which people make and because of the incompetence and 
corruption of bureaucrats and politicians. With the increase in 
global warming and more and more unsuitable, indefensible 
places chosen for habitation, more deaths are inevitable. You can 
rest assured that far worse is to come. 
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85. Red Hot Embers 


I discovered another piece of the Jigsaw only last night, another 
piece of vital evidence, the pointer that Something knows exactly 
what is to come and chooses to give us signs in our everyday 
personal lives. After eating most of that sausage roll in the car on 
our way to Mt. Roskill, on Saturday, 7° February Jenny had left 
a bit of it in the packet. I'd noticed part of the sausage roll left in 
the cellophane packet, on the back seat of the car that afternoon. 
But I had a steak and mushroom pie to eat and there was also a 
sausage roll from the bakery. So, Id left that bit in the cellophane 
in case Jenny felt like eating it on the way home, after her Qi Gong 
massage. Jenny must have brought it into the house after we got 
home. | noticed it for the first time on the kitchen bench around 
6.30 pm on 10th February, 67 so I picked it up, intending to 
throw it out. Only then did I see the label on the packet. On the 
cellophane, beside a little printed fire sign were the words RED 
EMBERS. It’s called Red Embers because it’s a very hot sausage 
roll — chilli — bit of a contradiction in terms of homophones. 

I suddenly remembered that that was what the bush fire 
survivors had spoken of — the showers of red embers flying past 
them. Jenny had bought that sausage roll around 12:30 pm, some 
seven hours before the fire came by the haven on the top of the 
hill in Victoria 


67 10 February was a singularly significant date for me to find this final clue 
in the third Judgement painting. It was on 10" February 1854 that John 
Martin's three Judgement paintings were put on display in Newcastle upon 
Tyne for the first time ever. He was himself called to God's Judgement 
precisely seven days later. He died in Douglas, on the Isle of Man on 17 
February, 1854.. I only made this connection as I was editing this at 11:43 
AM 16" May, 2009. 
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I happened to glance at the cooker clock. It was again 
showing 12-12. It seemed to be another reference to New York, 
but I couldn't see how. Or was it this time the anagram 212 1 
library code which our book should be classified, ‘existence of 
God including proofs’. I went into the sitting room and noticed 
‘the markets’ just coming up on the TV3 news. The NZ$ had 
fallen to A$0.7946.... Was 946 intended as a reminder of the 
Code for the Hammer of God, and 7 for The Seventh Sign? Was 
this juxtaposition not intended to be another element of 
confirmation — that my interpretation of all these complex and 
meaningful coincidences is indeed correct? 

Some twenty-five minutes later, Jenny’s friend, Mary arrived. 
We hadn’t seen her since last August. She’s been in France, house- 
sitting, in a place somewhere between Toulouse and Perpignan. 
She left New Zealand on 11th September, 9-11-2008, on a flight 
via Frankfurt ° to France. As she sat down, in our sitting-room, 
I looked at my watch. It was 6.58 pm — 658 in the Alpha and 
Omega Codes has the connotation “The First which is the Last, 
Alpha and Omega’. Was Mary’s coming on 10" February meant 
to be reminder of the beginning of Jenny’s vital contribution to 
my psychical research, a link to our first ever book, Mary, 
Daughter of Elohim. That book is the true story, from beyond the 
grave, of the wife of Christ, albeit common-law. That book was 


6§ The Air New Zealand Airbus which crashed off Perpignan on the 27th 
November, 2008, had a German pilot and co-pilot. They were employed by 
XL Airways. The aircraft had been on lease to XL for several years and that 
particular flight was a final test flight before handover back to the aircraft’s 
owner Air New Zealand. The pilots actually came from Frankfurt it was 
eventually revealed. And that was also to be the first destination of the plane 
had it begun its journey back to New Zealand. I visited the Frankfurt 
International book fair in October 2007, and that visit was marked by striking 
2297 coincidences. And ‘by chance’, Frankfurt is located at 50° 7’N. So it's 
back to code 507, the World's End 
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given to us in April 1986 when Mary Magdalen’s spirit was 
caused by God to link into Jenny's mind. But was Mary 
Brydone’s coming his week a link to Maryville too, ‘ground zero’ 
for the fires, as the media dubbed it, the centre of hell on earth. 
For part of the message of Mary Magdalen, from April 1986, is 
that all are judged, and hell is very real for those who have 
wronged God. And Mary, Daughter of Elohim gives much more 
evidence, gathered over the years since Mary’s spirit first came, 
that on death, for all, there is Judgement. And Hell is indeed 
Real, the destination for the unworthy, the ones who fail the 
Judgement. Oh yes, we are living in the End Times. 

The very next morning, 11th February, those same words 
‘Red Embers’ were repeated in the NZ Herald on its front page. 
The time was 9.03 am when I saw it. Here was the second 
‘Hammer of God’ reference, that morning, precisely the same time 
interval that there had been the time on 11th September 2001. 
9.03 am was time that the second hammer of God, N612UA hit 
the South tower. The words were to be found in a separate report, 
set below the headline ‘How could so many die?’ Is it really just 
chance that those two elements, my seeing that headline at 8:46 
am and my seeing the ‘red embers’ reference at 9:03 am should 
just happen to constitute the two halves of the hammer of God 
for America? Was it not implying that these fires are part of the 
hammer of God for Australia, in part for what it has helped 
America do to Afghanistan and Iraq? 

Also on that front page was the very prominent ‘con’ photo 
of the koala “saved by the fireman....’ As Marcus Lush put it, a 
little later, on New Zealand local radio — “after carrying out the 
back burning that burned the koala in the first place.” But 
journalists do so like to go for the ‘good news’ bits, all very 
emotive. One letter writer later said the Herald deserved an award 
for the photo. The Herald would be bound to print that letter 
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wouldn't they. What a pity it was dishonest. But, it was beneath 
the ‘heart-warming photo’ that were to be found the words, “It 
was like a snowstorm of red embers,” this was said by Sherill 
Carta of the Kinglake inferno. Separated from her husband Bill 
who had tried to rescue his Harley, she had gone off in the car 
with their two dogs. But she had to abandon the car and continue 
her dash towards the town on foot. It was one of the few good 
luck stories. The couple were re-united in the Accident And 
Emergency Department of Melbourne’s Alfred Hospital. 


86. The Cross Corresoondences in Our 
Visions 


But even the name Kinglake, the other fire-ravaged community, 
has a strange connection. Jenny had said to me “When you said 
Kinglake, I had a vision of the hand coming out of the lake with 
a sword.” As she said this, I too got a vision of a hand in a lake 
holding a sword. 

“Oh,” I said. “Odd it is Kinglake..... That was the sign of 
the king to be, his destiny — Arthur was able to take the sword 
from the hand. You mean Excalibur.” 

But as soon as I said the word ‘Excalibur’, my vision changed 
to a gleaming white brand new Airbus standing on the runway at 
Gatwick, about to take me to Egypt in May 1992. 

Unbeknown to me then, I would be in Luxor at the same 
time that Diana was to come to a ‘place of death for Queens....’ 
I spent a little while on the flight deck of that Airbus as it winged 
its way down the Mediterranean to Egypt, the land from whence 
four thousand years earlier, had emerged the concept of 
Judgement on death. That gives another cross-thread in the finely 
woven tapestry of destiny. And here was another example of what 
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happens so very often in our lives, I get half of a clue, and Jenny 
gets the other half. ® And so an Airbus is woven into the third 
picture via Jenny's vision, and then my derived subsequent 
vision. Did an Airbus have to be woven in to the third picture, 
rather like the mouse in all of Terence Cuneo’s railway paintings? 

So take it or leave it. I live in hope, albeit faint, that one day 
an intelligent journalist will read some of my material and dare 
to relay it to the wider audience it deserves. It does not seem that 
that will ever happen in New Zealand, the land of Kiwis and 
sheep. But look on the bright side, there are fewer sheep now, at 
least four-legged the ones anyway. The 70.3 million sheep 
population of 1982 has now fallen to 39 million. Sheep are not 
as profitable as once they were. But is an open minded-journalist 
with the ability to think any more likely to be found in 
Australia....or Britain??? Probably not. 11.54.28. 

Are all the things I see really 'chance'? Or am I guided by the 
Intelligent Designer that Dawkins, in his blindness, is certain 
does not exist (Probably)? 

11.56.09 11" February, 2009 


87. The Burnt Page 


Tuesday 16th February was Jenny's 62nd birthday. That day on 
page A13, the first page of the World Section of the New Zealand 
Herald, there was a large image of a badly charred page from a 
book. The caption beneath it read: “SALVAGED FROM THE 


® In a way, it's akin to ‘cross-correspondences’ which came to a number of 
mediums in the 1930s that were thought to emanate from the spirit of 
Frederick Myers. 
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FLAMES: A burned page from a Bible found in the remains of 
St Peters Church in Kinglake.’ It was clear that the caption writer 
was not a church-goer, for the burnt page was not a page from a 
Bible, but one from a prayer book It was part of the Order of 
Service for a day in the Church’s Calendar. The burnt leaf, singed 
around the edges, still had most of the text clearly legible. However 
it wasn’t any old day but a singularly significant one. It was the 
page for Advent Sunday, the first day of the Church’s year. 


88. Aloha to Omega 


But there was more to that day, much more. That burnt page 
brought the whole saga full circle, for the Judgement sequences 
began at Advent in 2008. Water had gone to fire. The Air New 
Zealand Airbus A320 crash off Perpignan came on Friday, 28th 
November, the last working day before Advent. And I wrote my 
first paper about the meaningful coincidences surrounding that 
disaster on Advent Sunday. Jenny finished typing it at precisely 
3.20 pm on her computer clock on that Advent Sunday. 
Remember the words of that Advent hymn, Hills of the North 
rejoice. The first verse ends with the line He judgement brings and 
victory. 

Then the Alpha and Omega prophecy and coincidence codes 
marked out the days to Christmas, almost like the windows of an 
Advent Calendar. And thus via all the signs on buses and the 
Victorian bushfires, it had come back to the beginning, Alpha 
which is Omega. 


89. An Uncanny Anniversary 
And that date was most telling for that image to appear in the 
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Herald? For it was the exact 26th Anniversary of the Ash 
Wednesday fires which had claimed 47 lives in Victoria in 1983. 
It was called the Ash Wednesday fires because that year, the First 
Day of Lent in the Christian Calendar was 16th April.”° In 
church services around Australia, people were having the sign of 
burnt ashes placed on their foreheads, just as we did in Sydney 
Cathedral on Ash Wednesday, 21st February, 2002.. Was this all 
intended to emphasise the Divine Hand in all of this? 
(19/02/2009 02:58:49) 7 


90. The Final Message on the Buses 


Yes, the Airbus crashes have a strong message for the world. That 
message is that God does exist, that there is Judgement on death. 
There is life after death, but only if you're worth it. If you're not, 
then hell will be very real indeed. I very much doubt that the 
word "life" applies to those who fail the Judgement. Existence is 
more accurate. 

Now it is as though God is replying to the arrogant self- 
satisfied atheists. It is as if He is saying: 

Where is your proof that I don't exist? Does it depend on the 
corruption to be found in churches, mosques, synagogues and temples, 
or is it to be found in the many so-called ways to Me? Or does it 
depend on the stupidity, gullibility or arrogance of man? For none of 


7° This is another oddly significant error. It should have read 16" February, 
but instead I had dictated 16 April. Curiously, 16% April was her father's 
birthday. 


7! Today is the first anniversary of our car crash during Diana inquest the 
accident that gave the lie to the evidence from ‘official’ sources. See our book 
Penrose 19/02/2009 02:57:24 
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these has any bearing whatsoever on whether I exist or whether I am 
real. 

Explain all of these coincidences if you can. Weigh the evidence, 
choose on the Balance of Eternity. It is your choice for today, but 
Mine for tomorrow. And remember that I alone know when that 
tomorrow will come for you. 
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INSPIRATION 


91. Angels and Demons — The Story 
Behind The Story 


And now the story moves from the obelisks and stone angels, not 
to mention demons of Purewa Cemetery in Auckland, to the 
stone angels in various churches in Rome and the obelisks in 
various piazzas. For, | am the man upon whom Dan Brown based 
his novel Angels and Demons, not that he knew that. He was 
inspired with the idea of the physicist led to prove the existence 
of God through science. And so it came to pass that in the novel, 
Leonardo Vetra used antimatter and the Large Hadron Collider. 
In the real world, I am a chemical physicist led to prove the 
existence of God through the other opposite of matter, the spirit. 
For it is the spirit of God which has chosen to weave an intricate 
web of meaningful coincidences through space and time, 
involving the spirits of the dead according to his purposes. So 
many of our experiences over a quarter of a century have us clear 
proof of intelligent design and the precise prophetic knowledge 
of the future. They can only be attributable to the mind of God. 
30/05/2009 12:10:07) 

Dan Brown's writing is inspired in so many ways. His 
derivation of 503 as the code for the Diagrams Of Truth is 
astonishing, given its relevance to real prophecy, that of Diana's 
murder which came in September 1991, and the to the death of 
Pope John Paul II in April 2005. He was the first pope to die 
after the publication of the novel in 2000, a novel that was set 
around the death of a Pope in April. Brown uses Roman 
numerals to explain codes. DI is Galileo's first work, Dialogue 
Between The Two World Systems. He really did write that work 
comparing the Ptolemaic system of the universe which had the 
Earth as its centre with the Sun orbiting the Earth. It has to be 


Signs on Buses or Why God Must Exist 


the right one because any fool can look out and see the sun move 
across the sky on any day of the year. But Galileo also discussed 
the much more recent theory of Copernicus which have the Sun 
is the focus of the planetary system and the Earth merely as just 
another planet. Galileo was not allowed to choose between the 
two competing theoretical systems, merely to put forward the fact 
that they both existed. The church fathers were not happy with 
the idea that the Earth was not the focus of God's creation. 

DI is an obscure discourse on tides. ” It's probably fictional. 
DUI Diagramma della Verita, Diagram of Truth, written on 
papyrus leaves, most certainly is fictional. In Roman numerals, 
D is 500 and III is 3, so DIII is a way to write 503. Of course 
when it's used in reverse, the number 503 can refer to DIII or of 
course to Galileo's secret work, Diagramma della Verita. And is it 
just chance that the explanation of this code appears on page 229 
of Angels and Demons, at least in the British Empire edition? For 


” At this point in my writing this I glanced at my watch. The time was 
15.57.50pm. The time on my watch when I photographed it was 15.58.43pm 
which just happens to have encoded within it helium alpha - He V. This is a 
link back to my working chemical physics because the helium alpha line was 
the energy source of my photoelectron spectrometer. And does the Christmas 
Carol not remind us Alpha He and Omega, let the organ thunder. It's just the 
kind of synchronous confirmation that comes so often as I do my writing. 
What caused me to check the time on my watch as I reached this point? Was 
it intended to confirm that what I say about Brown and his inspiration is 
correct.? What is more, the discussion of D I, DII, DIII in the Vatican library 
comes on page 229 of the British Empire in Edition of Angels and Demons. Is 
it just chance that 229 is the code the Apocalypse, laughed off at the end of 
the da Vinci code by the high priestess Marie Chauvin as the fabrication of 
feeble minds. It is quite the reverse, an inspiration concerning the ultimate 
fate of mankind, and inspiration which comes from the greatest mind of all, 
the mind of God. I had photographed the time on my watch against that 
particular page of Angels and Demons. I finished typing this note at 1232pm 
30° May 2009. At some point within it, the time was 1229. Was it as I typed 
about code 229? Only God knows. Incidentally, The da Vinci code opens at 
1232am on a day in May. 
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in the Alpha and Omega codes, the real codes, code 2 to 9 is the 
most important code for, for it refers to the Apocalypse for 
mankind. These final end times sequences have indeed already 
begun. 

For at least two decades I have drawn webs of interconnection 
between events which conventional science, even common sense 
tell us cannot be directly connected. There can indeed be no causal 
connection between the chassis number of car being delivered to a 
garage in the Scottish borders and the crash of a plane three weeks 
later, even though all the details of that crash are encoded on the 
chassis number of that car. The only connection can be if these 
elements are connected by a code, a code intentionally devised by 
the mind of God to show us that He knows the future in detail 
to the extent that it suits His purposes. And if indeed they are 
intended as codes, then this comes right back to Dan Brown's 
story. I used to call these diagrams Webs of Destiny. But in 2006, 
it occurred to me that I could just as easily call them Diagrams 
of Truth, because that's what they are. There are real connections 
in meaningful coincidences, connections which tell us the truth 
about what lies behind world events, as well as exposing what lies 
our leaders tell us, and what the truth really is. I drew my first 
Diagram of Truth a decade before Brown wrote his novel. 
30/05/2009 12:56:05 - 699 words. 

What is more there was symbolism in that Montego estate 
car with that significant chassis number. It was almost exactly the 
same colour as the only car I'd ever crashed, a Cavalier estate car, 
one wintry January day on a hill in Gateshead, early in 1985. And 
so we have symbolism, the other element of Brown's hero’s 
background. Robert Langdon is the Harvard symbologist. What 
a ghastly Americanism that is. One wonders if it was created by 
Brown. It's a pity that Langdon is so hopelessly portrayed by 
Tom Hanks. He is fine as a cop, or as a romantic lead, but not as 
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a thinker. But as ever, it's who you know isn't it? 

And now the final proof of God's existence has been woven 
in a very fine tapestry between Advent 2008 and Easter 2009. 
And that proof is awash with symbolism. That proof conveys to 
us information that we cannot derive from science, the truth 
about what happens when we die. That proof involved two plane 
crashes, both Airbus A320 is, the Australian bushfires and the 
death of my wife Jenny. She died from cervical cancer after a long 
and brave battle lasting eight and a half years. It has been 
incredibly painful for me to lose the one person in the world who 
really cared about me, the one person I really cared about, the 
one person who has been with me and who has helped me for 23 
years . Jenny has been such a central element in all my work, but 
however painful it is, it has become clear over the past few 
months that Jenny's death is all part of God's plan, His final 
revelation to mankind in these Latter Days. 

Page 228 of Angels and Demons is also significant for that 
is where the code breaking begins. And 2 to 8 in the Alpha and 
Omega codes is the code for Revelation, the last book of the 
Bible, the Apocalypse of St John the Divine. During that period 
from advent to Easter, the evermore full-court atheists decided to 
declare their non-belief on the buses of greedy Britain. The 
atheist buses rolled out their depots on 6" January, 2009, 
proclaiming to all the world - THERE'S PROBABLY NO GOD 
- NOW STOP WORRYING AND ENJOY YOUR LIFE. It 
was quite an irony, as 6" January is the feast of the destiny when 
the three wise men came to Bethlehem. In the atheists are 
anything but wise men, other than perhaps in name,...... or 
women. Perhaps it was another of God's little jokes. 

And was it another of God is little jokes within about 1770 
he inspired William Cowper around 1770 to write the words of 
‘a profound hymn’. 
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God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform 


are the opening lines that hymn. But first for could have 
been written with the likes of Dawkins et al in mind 


Blind unbelief is sure to err 
And scan His works in vain 
God is his own interpreter 

And He will make it plain. 


And make it plain he certainly has both to Jenny and to me, 
over the past quarter of a century. The rest of the world has 
chosen to ignore our work, through fear, through ignorance, or 
because people have better things to do with the time than worry 
about the reality of God or life after death. Why worry whether 
life should have a purpose other than getting rich, having fun, 
chasing sex, getting drunk, being entertained by celebrities or 
Hollywood ‘stars’, all the things that cause modern lives to be so 
busy, so ‘fulfilled’. And if ‘you're saved’ what does it matter 
anyway? 

Did God inspire Percy Dearmer, the compiler of Songs of 
Praise, the ‘second eleven’ hymn book of the Anglican Church? 
He died in 1936, a key year in the Alpha and Omega Codes, as 
did Cheiro the noted palmist and fortune teller for kings. The 
first edition of Songs of Praise was published in 1926. Was it really 
just chance that Dearmer allocated the number 503 to this very 
hymn? Those lines could have been written with Richard 
Dawkins in mind, Ariana Sherine, Peter Atkins and all the other 
God haters. Perhaps they were, because God knew exactly what 
would come and went to the very minute. There is evidence that 
in 1903, he knew precisely the details of the Lockerbie air 
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disaster, then 85 years in the future. He certainly knew the details 
of 9-11 and revealed that knowledge to me, nine years to the day 
beforehand. 30/05/2009 13:55:14 

Of course there are only parallels with Brown's novel. There 
are no cardinals being murdered to fit in with the four elements, 
although there have been obelisks at significant times and places, 
fountains too. And it was my wife Jenny who has been my help. 
30/05/2009 14:02:21. But we all choose every day of our lives. 
And the sum of those choices is the one that determines where 
we will go when our time in this world ends. 30/05/2009 
16:31:43 

However the climax of the novel, the anti-matter bomb 
under the Vatican is very much present in our work, indeed at 
the heart of it, albeit in symbolic form. Communication from the 
spirits of the dead has long been a feature of our research. Jenny 
and I were brought together by God in February 1986, through 
Egypt, the land of the bad guys of the Bible. Jenny had her 
business, Nile Egyptian Papyrus and a friend of mine referred me 
to an advert which Jenny had placed in the magazine Prediction. 
So I followed up that advert intending to buy some papyrus 
paintings and met Jenny who became my wife. 

Jenny has been the only medium I have ever encountered 
who has been able to give me unequivocal evidence of the survival 
of death. She had never been a medium before she met me but 
fairly early on in our lives together she became a trance medium 
of the highest quality. It was through Jenny that we were given real 
messages from the spirits of the dead, two women from antiquity 
and to members of Britain's royal family one from several decades 
ago and one from more recent times. There were many very 
meaningful coincidences, completely external to Jenny which serve 
to authenticate these messages and their sources. The first of these 
women from antiquity linked into Jenny's mind in April 1986. 
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We ended up living in North Wales very much a vagrant 
lifestyle, rather akin to that which Mary and Christ had 
experienced in those last few years. The North Wales coast was 
very bleak at that time of the year as we were between the 
mountains and the sea. It was a place in many ways resembling 
the Sea of Galilee and it was over several weeks, just after Easter 
in April 1986, that the spirit of Mary Magdalen was sent to tell 
us the truth about Christ, his purpose, his life and his death. 

Mary Magdalen's spirit transcended over 2,000 years of 
what we call time, but the second woman whose spirit was sent 
to us, some two months later, came from even further back in 
time, another 1300 years to be precise. She was sent to give us 
the true story of the one who came before Christ, but another 
man with the same message. Her name was Ankhsoun pa Artenn 
and she was sent to tell her story, that of her father Akhenaten 
heretic Pharaoh and of course that of her husband the legendary 
Tutankhamun. Was it really just chance at all pharaohs of Egypt, 
Tutankhamun's tomb alone remained intact until the modern 
era of scientific Egyptology. Were the things that linked to this 
remarkable woman, intended to escape the clutches of the tomb 
robbers over millennia? 30/05/2009 17:05:13. And was it just 
chance that her spirit was sent to us in my flat in Chelsea, an area 
with long associations with English royalty. It seemed an 
appropriate place to receive the spirit of the lost Queen of Egypt. 

Were the spirits of these two women who were sent to us 
two months apart in order to point out to us that the two men 
in their lives were entirely parallel figures in history. They were 
both sons of God but neither was God and neither claimed ever 
to be God. The Egyptologists in their ignorance translate 
Akhenaten's cartouches as the good God and Christian priests in 
their ignorance created the holy Trinity around 325AD at the 
Council of Nicaea, thus had a stroke turning Christ into a false 
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God - God the Father, God the son and God the holy spirit. This 
is entirely a fabrication of the priests and the Vatican is merely 
compounding 1,700-year-old error. They compound it because 
in addition to the concept of the Trinity they have adopted the 
teachings of St Paul and his false Gospel of Salvation. It is ironic 
that the truth came out in another film which the Vatican hated, 
The Last Temptation Of Christ. Much of that film is hideously 
inaccurate for it portrays Christ as a rather weak and uncertain 
and tournament over his desire for the prostitute. Salvation is so 
much more marketable a commodity than is Judgement. And 
Christ was sent to warn man of God's judgement. Mary speaks 
of this most eloquently as her story draws to a close. What she 
says is given in full in our book Mary, Daughter Of Elohim. 
30/05/2009 17:15:26 

The Catholic Church in its ignorance, or to suit its own 
ends, has promoted a false God, the Jesus who saves. This 
creature certainly owes its origin to St Paul and Vatican theology 
is certainly based on the shipping Sands of Paulianity. Paul was 
the first marketing executive in history. He realised you could sell 
salvation, but not judgement. And wherein lies the power of the 
priests other than in the concepts of sin, forgiveness and 
salvation. How can the priest forgive sins if God doesn't? 

And it is through that other opposite of matter, spirit that 
the truth has come, the truth that the Vatican would certainly 
prefer not to know. There is only Judgement. This is one very 
clear message that has emerged from this final proof that God 
does exist. (21:20) That there is Judgement on death for all is the 
central message of the twin Airbus A320 crashes in November 
2008 in January 2009. These two crashes neatly bracketed the 
atheists’ crude attempt on the buses to shout “We are here and 
we want to be noticed.” God's reply to the atheist bus campaign 
is to be found in the deep and intricate tapestry woven around 
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those two plane crashes, those two Airbuses. The atheists shouted 
their rather crude, boring message, there lack of conviction, on 
800 buses around Britain. With God the writing was just on two 
buses, but with God it is quality and precision, not quantity and 
unfounded blind optimism that matters. With God there is no 
boring repetition of the same unconvincing claim. 

So is it all chance? Did Dan Brown just make lucky guesses? 
Is it going to be just the same explanation as the atheists used to 
explain away Morgan Robertson's writing the story of the Titan 
in his novel Futility 14 years before the real Titanic sank? Or is 
the design I have demonstrated just a tiny part of the proof that 
God is real? And Angels and Demons is just part of the story, quite 
a tiny part really. There is far more in the The Da Vinci Code. 
Again it was as though Dan Brown was made to write about our 
lives, the experiences which Jenny and I had between 1986 and 
1991. Yet Dan Brown only wrote The Da Vinci Code in 2002 and 
he most certainly never knew of our experiences. Yet the Source 
that inspired his novel, his codes, ensured that the novel was set 
around our experiences, death and the Louvre, a Paris church, the 
Bois de Boulogne, Gare St Lazare, King's College London, Rosslyn 
Chapel and above all the one thing that does really survive of Mary 
Magdalen According to the novel, her bones lie in an ornate 
sarcophagus, with lots of documents supposedly supporting her 
marriage to Christ and some spurious Royal line. But the thing 
which really matters is not her bones, but her spirit. The bones 
of a pauper, the ex-prostitute, were lost in the dust nearly two 
millennia ago, but her spirit still survives today. And her spirit 
was sent to tell us the truth so that the world might know the real 
message of Christ at the time of the End. Those who expect the 
return of Christ in glory, fervently anticipating the time of the 
Rapture are in for a disappointment. Yes God has chosen to 
inspire Dan Brown in these two novels in order to put across to 
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the man in the street the concept of religious truth through 
symbolism, and to put across the ideas such as the fact that Christ 
and Mary Magdalen were married, if only on a common law basis 
and that the Christian church is indeed wrong in what it says 
about Christ. Unfortunately Dan Brown concludes that the 
church has eliminated the role of women. The error of the church 
is far greater than this. Like Dan Brown, the church has 
eliminated the role of God. 

So read our various books. Read Mary, Daughter of Elohim 
to see what she said in 1986 about God's judgement and the 
reality of heaven and hell. And also in that book you can read the 
further evidence which came since Mary spoke, the further 
evidence concerning the reality of a Last Judgement for each and 
all, and the progression thence to heaven or to hell. The 
conclusions from this current book, balanced observations, 
powerfully confirm the evidence which was first put forward in 
Mary's book, which was finished in 2006. Read The Diagrams Of 
Truth which shows the patterns which can be discerned amongst 
major disasters, the Lockerbie air disaster, the Mecca tunnel 
disaster, the World Trade Centre attack and the destruction of 
the space shuttle Columbia. 

This is scientific evidence, the best man will ever get. It 
depends on observations and records, photographs and real 
experiences in our world of space and time. It does not depend 
on faith, popes, priests, imams or rabbis. Weigh the evidence for 
yourself on the balance of probability. Can it really all be chance? 
Or is it indeed powerful evidence of intelligent design. You 
choose and by your choice you live your life accordingly. 

What Would You Do? 

This morning I went to a gala day that the Anglican Church 
in Papakura. It's an upmarket name for a church fete - should 
that be fate? Outside there had been tables with things laid out 
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on. But a sudden torrential downpour had caused the helpers to 
clear most of the stuff away, in to the shelter of the nearby 
garages. The only thing that had been left out on the table was a 
small kitchen balance with a $3 sticker on it. I couldn't help but 
smile. I bought it. It seemed another of God's little jokes. Is the 
only thing priests never talk about, the balance, God's judgement 
and his justice, weighed in the balance. I picked up the balance 
and walked into the garage which was packed with all the stuff 
on benches all round, stuff that is brought out for each gala. 
(22:17-2310) 

A man came over and said “Do you want that?” 

“Yes” I replied. 

“It's $10” he said “Only joking” 

“T thought you been trained by Murray Guy” I replied 

“It's $3”, I said, giving him a $20 note. He went off to get 
change and at that point I looked up and saw part of a poster, the 
same poster which occupies the notice board outside the church. 
The words were IF GOD REALLY DID EXIST WHAT 
WOULD YOU ASK? It was promoting the Alpha discussion 
groups, which appear to be designed to get people to sign up to 
be ‘saved by Jesus’. It seemed to me to be completely the wrong 
emphasis. The words should say IF GOD REALLY DID EXIST 
WHAT WOULD YOU DO ? 

And God really does exist. So what will you do? Will you 
carry on as just as before and pretend you've never read any of 
this? Or will you tell yourself it has to be chance because any 
other explanation is uncomfortable? All you hide behind the 
excuse they are not being told this by anybody who's important 
by anybody that is recognised as an authority? It can't be right 
because nobody important is saying it. There is no important 
personality promoting it, nor Oxford professors with 
comfortable sinecures telling you this is the truth. No it's up to 
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you to make your own mind to read and think, not rely on brain- 
dead journalists to skim read and summarise, or read what their 
mates have put on the wires because they're too lazy to read it 
themselves. You've got a mind, probably. Otherwise you can do 
as Richard and Ariana advise. Stop worrying and enjoy your life, 
what there is left of it. 5.00.59. 9 May, 2009, Enigma day. 

That seems an appropriate time to finish. There are exactly 
six minutes left to 5.07pm. That is the code for World's End. Is 
that another symbolic reminder of the six years left for man? The 
codes suggest that the end will come sometime between 
Christmas 2014 and Easter 2015. Incidentally the make of the 
scales was Waymaster. It's upon on weigh. But of course God is 
both, Waymaster and Weigh master. God guides us onto the 
right path if we choose to read the signs. Alternatively we can just 
choose our own goals and ‘go for it’. And that's exactly what most 
people do. 

30/05/2009 23:36:53 
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